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TO IHE 


HONOURABLE 


Sir FOHN FENWICK, - | 
Baronet, , f 


Brigadier General of His Ma jeſty's Forces, and 
Lieutenant-Colonel of the Second Troop 
of His Mijeſty's Guards of Horle. 


SIR, 


EITHER the conſiderable 
Poſts, to which your Me- 
rits have formerly advanced you 
in Armies abroad in other Coun- 
tries, nor thoſe which by: your 
Experience in Military Affairs , 
you have jultly gained at home 
n your Own, could ever be able 
o hinder you from delighting your 
lf with Books. Thoſe are your 
A:3 . Com 


mt. 


The E piſtle Dedicatory. 
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Companions, as well in your 
Tent, as your Houſe; wherein 
your "Ts hath faithfully guided 
you in the true Paths of Honour ; 
| Pallas being the Goddeſs both of 
Arms and Learning. The Gree 
Hero could not fleep without Ho- 
mer's Iliads unde” his Pillow. Be- 
ſides whom, you haye two others 
. for your Pattern, the moſt ac- 
 compliſhed Gentlemen, and Men 


' admirable in your Profeſſion , the 


| World could ever boaſt of, I} 
- mean the famous Scipo, and Juli 


| (ſar, both equally addicted rg 


Arts and Arms. 


[ confeſs | know your Inclinati} 
ons lead you to things of more of. 


lid Learning, yet queſſing that 


Varict 


| 
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Variety may not be unpleaſant, 1 
| have ventured to Dedicate this to 
you, hoping it mgy ſerve your 
Diverlion when tyryd with Bu- 
ſnels, or your more ſerious Stu- 
dies. I this Piece there is a Mix- 
ture of SubjeRs as well as of Au- 
thors, ſome of which, 1 preſume, 
may give you the Satisfation, I 
wiſh, in their Perufal ; For I can 
juſtly boaſt that the Tranſlations, 
are from many ot the moſt admb- 
red Poets both Ancient and Mo- 
dern, in their ſevQal Languages 
extant, which of themſelves would 
need no Apology tor their appear- 
ig in public, were it not for the 
4 Blemiſhes they may have received 
in paſſing thro my hands ; And 


none k 
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none of theſe hayin bom Engliſh- 
ed by the lngcchon Fakarees of 
our late publiſhed Miſcellanies, as 
ever heard, may poflibly appear 
'new to you. 

Sir, { hope you will pardon the 
Liberty | have taken, in ſhewing, 
by ſo [light a Preſent, the R elpect, 
and Honour I juſtly bear you, 1} 
being glad to lay hold 'on any oc-f 
calion to declare to the VV orldf 
that 1 am, 


— ——S—_—_  —_—_—_—_ 


SIR, 


Your molt Oblged, 


— 


[un ble Servart, 
} 


| Ph. Ayres þ 


ID Ro yp 
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THE 


PREFACE. 
Very Produtt of a Man's Wit now-a-days, 
þ+ had need be like that of Jove's Brain, - 
at leaſt in its commy; out armed, that 

it might immediately be 'n a Condition of Sane 
azam|t the fur ws Aſſau! ults of Criticks , og of 

which are ready to run down a 'Book- when 

they have ſcarce read the 'Itle-page : of theſe 
[ expett not a few\that will be carping, and 
firſt perchance at my Tutte, Why Lyric Po- 
ems? I having im moſt of them exceeded the 
proper meaſure, which in ſtriftneſs ſhould not 
1each ito the Heroick. 15 theſe [ fay,that I have . 
herein followed wy modern lealian,s Spanith, and 
French Poets, who always call Lyrics, all ſuch 
Sonnets, anc { ot! 44 ml { Poems, whj IC 5 are pro- 
per to be ſet to Maſic, without reslraming them- 
ſelves to any particutar Lensth f Verſe. Andour 
rand Maſter of [@.vrics, even Horace himſelf, 


"O14 as ſometimes t1 ;ſertcd [| tle Flervic among ſt his : 
This 


# 
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This alſo his great Imitator Calimire the Po- 
lander, has often done ; And the mgenious Mr. 
Gibbs or Gibbeſtus ow Countrey-man at 
Rome takes the ſame liberty ; which yet, I con- 
feſs, the Greeks woul1 never allow of. If any 
quarrel at the Oeconomy, or Strutture of theſe 
Poems , many of them being Sonnets, Canzons, 
Madrigals, &c. objeFing that none of our great 
| Men, either Mr. Waller, Mr. Cowley, o 
' Mr. Dryden, whom it was moſt proper to have 
followed, have ever ſtoop'd to any thing of this 
fort ; T ſhall very readily acknowledge, that bem 
ſenſible of my own Weakneſs and Inability of eve 
attaining to the performanee of one thing equal (i 
the worſt piece of theirs, it eaſily diſſwaded m: 
from that attempt, and pur me on this : which 4 
not Without Preſident ; For many eminent Perſon 
have publiſſzed ſeveral things of this nature, an 
m this: method, both Tranſlations and Poems 6 
their own ; As the famous Mr. Spencer, $ 
Philip Sidacy, Sir Richard Fanſhaw,. M 
Milcon, and {1s few others ; The ſucceſs of | 
Which, theſe thinos, Imust n-eds ſay,cannot mu 
be boiſted of ; an1tho Ihave little reaſon after it 

[ 
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to expett Credit from theſe my ſlight M; ſcellanies, | 
yet has it, not diſcouraged me from adventuring on 
what my Genius prompted me to. As for thoſe Pieces © 
which I have tranſlated from the modern Poets, 1 || 
may preſume to ſay, T have taken them from the 
moſt celebrated m each Language : The Italians 
were, Fra. Petrarca, Cav.Marino, Girolamo 
Preti, Cav. Guarini, Allefſandro Taſloni, 
and others; The Spaniards, Garci Laſſo 
de la Vega, Don Franciſco de Quevedo, 
Don Luis de Gongora , Cc. The Portu- 
gueles, Luis de Camoens, Cc. But for the 
French Icould ſcarce fmd any thing among ft them 
of this ſort, worth my pains of tranſlating. The 
Latine Authors are ſo well known, I need ſay 
4 nothing of them. Some of the ſmall Greek 
Poets I. have endeavoured to+ render as cloſe 
{ to the. ſenſe. of the Original as T could : with 
others I bave taken the liberty of paraphra- 
| ſing on them :: or being but Fragments, have only 
taken Hints from them ; the like 1 have done with 
many of the Italian ad Spanilh Poets. Nor cail 
I deny, but that T have purpofely omitted the names 
Ml of ſome of the Authors, not acknowledging them 


to 
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to te Tranſlains Ether becauſe I was not 
willing my own thmg's fhould be diſtingwſhed from 
the reſt ; Or ondeed becauſe moſt of thoſe name» 
leſs Pieces may more properly be ſaid to be une, 
than the Authors, from whom 1 only took the Edits 
of them. Now if any accuſe me of Injuſtice 
for it, I bave this to ſay, that there were but few of 
the Old Latine Ports,to whom it might not be objes 
ted, that they have ofeen aſſifte] themſelves, by 
ſuch Hints, 1d alm /t entire Tranſlations from 
the Greeks, or Imitations of one - another. So did 
Terence from 0 lenander, Seneca from Euri- 
pides , and Virgil is not content to Walk m the 
Footji eps of Homer:, but alſo to have followed, 
and conſiler ably borrowed from Heltod, Theo: 
| critus, [ 111 1P1des, wid am 9ſt th C Latines, from 
Ennius, Pacuvius, Lucretius, and others, of 
which 1 Cond gave many inſtances. IT here is a 
learned Italian, one Fulvio Urtini, who compoſed 
a Book A tre Tl ets of Virgil, which tho I cal 
Thefts, deſerve $4 the Name, for in that many 
which W .45 uſed them,they are rather an Honor 
than a D ſerec lit to by UT and tis Yes orted Fe 
hunſelf , when it 4 alledged to him by ſome of 


/ | 15 
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his Detrattors, that be had ſtoln his Poem from 
Homer, anſwered, Magnarum efle virium, 
Herculi Clavam extorquere de manu. - 
Meaning, That as it was a great matter to wreſt 
Hercules's Club out of his hand, and keep it ; ſo 
Was it to take Homer's Verſes, and make A 3 
his oWn. This is an Art, which to perform it very 
well, but few attain to the Skill, and is not only 
allowed of, but commended by Horace m his Arr 
of Poecry. 

If 1 ſhould be blamed for thus I my 
ſelf, when ſo many of our Ingenious Poets have 
of late. publiſhed their I orks with ſuch 2eneral 
Applauſe, T hope I may be allowed, without bems 
thought arrogant, to ſay, as ſome of thoſe miobe, 
with Theognis, 


Xpn Mumuy SregmmvTe » X, + /raDov, 6 caTt TEC: 
Eien aDPNs, Wn Pboreeyy Tidy * 
"Ada mx py Mar, T% 3 Jerry, bAAR *) 
TUG) 


Ti 8Giv ogpronm, mov. Ehigx Oc. 


And if for the Credit of my ſeveral Authors, 
w/ofn I have here pr omiſcuouſly ſhuffled m with 
mine own 1 hings : 1ogetber with the Genius 
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of the Age which ſeems to be delighted with ſuch 
Variety, ſhall make this Piece ac cceptable to the 
Judicious Reader ; I ſhall not care for the Bolts 
of thoſe Ce mls; who make it their Buſmeſs to 
cry down every thing which comes to their hands, 
and Which they many times underſtafid not, to 
ſuch 1. ſhall apply this of the afore-recited 
Author. 


= vie Þ 0 9 Zeus 
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To Philip «Ayres, Eſq; 
On bis POE MS. 


S when with utmoſt Skill ſome Archite(F 
Deſions a Noble Strutture to erect, 

Searches what &'er each Country does produce 
For outward Ornament, or inward Ve : 
$0, Friend, from divers Books thy lab" ring Thought y 
Has all the huddled am'rous Notions ſought, ; 
And into form C> ſhape the unlickt Cubs has brought.) 
Here Proteus Love thou ſhen*/t in various Dreſs, 
From Gaway France fo more Majeſtick Greece ; 
Something thou gatherſt too from Roman Ore, 
And Spain contributes to thy well-got Store, 
Vhence (each by thee refin'd in Engliſh Mold) 
"rſe ſmooth as Oyl does flow, and pure as Gold. 
bus the laborious Bee with painful Toil 
Tom wvarions Flowers of a wariows Soil, 
_uly concofting the abſtratted Tuice, 
v plenty does th' Ambroſial Food produce, 


C. Dartiquenave. 
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The PROEM. 
To LOFE. 
A Sonnet, 
E T others fing of Mars, and of his Train, 
Of great Exploits, and Honourable Scars, 
The many dire EffeQts of Civil Wars, 
Death's Triumphs, and Encomiums of the Slain. 


Cog the Conflicts 1 my ſelf ſuſtain, 

With her (Great Love) the Cauſe of all my Cares, 
Who wounds with Looks, and fetters with her Haitrs, 
This mournful Tale requires a Tragick Strain. 


yes were the Arms, did firſt my Peace contronl, 
Wounded by them, a Source of Tears there ſprung, 
enning like Blood from my afflifted Sonl ; 

Thou Love, to whom this Conqueſt does belong, 
ave me at leaſt the Comfort to condole, 


And as thou wound'lt my Heart, .inipice my Song. 
| B i, The 


— — —— = > ——_— > ——— 
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The REQUEST. 
To LOYE. 


A Sonnet. 


Love, who in my breaſt's moſt noble part, 
Didſt that faic Image lodge, that Form Divin 


In whom the Summ of Heavenly Graces ſhine, 
And there ingrav'dlt it with thy golden Dart, * 
F 
" Now mighty Work-man! Help me by thy Art, 
(Since my Uull Pen trembles to.ſtrike a Line) A 

That1 on paper copy the Deſign, 

By thee expreſs'd ſo lively ia my Heart. 4 
; . 'he 
Lend me, when I this great Attempt do'try, v 
A Feather from thy wings, that whiPit to write, 0 
My.hand'simploy'd, my thoughts may ſoar on high £ 
Thy Torch, which liccs our hearts and burnsſo bright, A 


My darker Fancy lcr it's Flame ſupply, 
And through my gumbers dart celeſtial Light. 


» 


— ————_— 
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LYRIC POEMS. 
The COMPLAINT 
A Sornet. - 


O W angry 70 ſends from Heaven in ſpight 
Rivers and Scas, inſtead of moderate ſhowres : 
Horror inveſts the World, and the bright Hours 

f Delos God, are chang'd todiſmal Night. 


crowds of anxious Thoughts on ev'ry ſide, 

Invade my Soul, and through my reſtleſs Eyes, 

I ſhed ſuch ſtreams of Tears, my Heart een trye$ 
ath's pangs, whilſt I by force in Life abide. 


t the brisk Gales, which riſing by and by, 

here Sol at njght in Ther? Lapp ſhall Iy, 

Will make Heaven clear, and drive away the Rain, *« 
Cynthia ! That the blaſts of Sighs I vent, | 
uld eaſe my Breaſt of cloudy Diſcontent, 

Which ſtill with freſh Aſſaults renews my Pain- 


B 2 From 


Pang ety ee tt ee enter rn een a 
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From Girolamoe Preti ,. out of Italian, 


on a Race- Horſe. 


ON of the Air, Rival of Winds when high, 

Swift Courſer, thou that without Wings doſt fly, 
Quicker than Arrows from a Parthian Bow ; 
Compar*d to thee, Jove's Thunderbolts are ſlow, 


Men come tcom Lands remote, thy Race to ſee, 
But when thou'rt paſs'd, no Eye can follow thee 
Thine far exceeds the Motion of the Sphears , 


Thought cannot equal thee in thy Carrears, 


Thy Feet ſhake th'Earth, whilſt Sparks do thee ſurroun 


Yet tread not on the Flints, nor touch the Ground : 
Thee for his Charrot , So wonld have away, 


But that he knows thy Speed would ſhorten Day. 


Inpitt 
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uvites Poets and Hiſtorians to write in Cyn- 
thia's Pr Ye 


A Gann 


OME all ye Wits, that with Immortal Rhymes, 
. Glory toothers, and your ſelves create : .- 

ad you that gratifie the future Times, | 
Whilſt Tales of Love, and Battles ye relate ; 


nturn your Studies, and your Eyes this way, ' 
This Theme will crown your heads with laſting Bays, 
is Cynthia's Beauty, Heavenly Cynthia; 

Come ſwell your Volumes all with Cynthia's Praiſe. 


ſterity will then your Works admire, 

And for her ſake ſhall them as Jewels prize, 
things to Cyuhia's Glory muſt conf pire, 
She ſhall be worſhipp'd with the Deities, 


To her make foreign Lands pay Honours due, 
Thus ſhall you live by her, and ſhe by you. 


B 3 On 
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Cynthia on Horſe-back, 
A Sonnet. 


AIR Cyntz:4 mounted on her ſprightly Pad, 


Which in white Robe with ſilver Fringe was clad 


| And fwitc as wind hits graceful ſteps did move, 3 

As with his Beauteous Guide he'd been in love. A 

b T hough kerce, yet humble [til] to her command, " 

F Obeying ev'cry touch of her fair hand ; 

_ Her golden Bitt his foaming mouth did check, ' 

1 Ie ſpread his Crelt, and rais'd his bending Neck, hs 

She was the Roſe vpon this Hill of ſaow, ” 

Her ſparkling Beauty made the glorious Show ; his 

Whence ſecret Flames men in their boſoms took: F 

The Graces and the Cup:ids her ſurround, hn 

Atteading her, while cruel ſhe does wound, oh 


With Switch her Horle, and Hearts with ev'ry 7 


On the Death of Cynthia's Horſe 
A Sonnet. 


W gave the World could boaſt of fair or good, 
Thy back with pride has born, thou happy Horſe, 
- By which thou'rt fall'n in middle of thy courle, ; 
00 feeble to ſuſtain ſo great a Load, | 


h happy Fall : Oh dying full of Bliſs! 

Whilſt ſhe that guided Love did guide Ah} Head, 
Big with this thought, thou willingly art dead, 
orning another burden after this. p 
Heaven of Beauty over-preſs'd thy Back, 


his might have made Alcides ſhoulders crack, 
And Atlas truckÞd under fuch a weight: 

av'n thee amongſt its Horſes long'd to ſee, 
here the World was late in love with thee, 


' When carrying her who to the Sun gave light, 
s 


B 4 On 
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On a Fountain, and its ArchiteCt. 


A Watry Heap by a. freſh Torrent fed, 
Hoary with Froth, lifcs up its tevcrend Head, 
Whence" various Currents falling, theic Recoyl 


Makes them, when cold as Ice, appear to boyl. 


Out from his Templcs in.an artful Crown 

-lear Drops, like ſtrings of Pearls, come trickling down, 
Which quickly caught, and thence diſpers'd again, 
Scem like a Cloud burſt ine Showres of Rain. 


«.. 


As once Encela44, our Architect, 
Great Heaps on Heaps of Marble does erect ; 


And, like a ſecond Moſer, when that's Cone, * * Wh 
Commands freſh Springs of Water from the Stone. br 
\n 


When Heavy'ns are clear, this Man a ſecond Fove, 
F:om Earth cxhales the Waters up above, 

And thence in Cataratts can make them pour , 
When 1@the Sky there's neither Cloud nor Showr, 


Fad 


Deſcribe 


—O_——  — — 


eſcribes the place where Cynthia is ſporting 
her ſelf. 


Ehold yon" Hill, how it is ſwelPd with pride, 
And that aſpiring Oak upon its ſide, 


'ith how much ſcorn they overlook the Plain, . 
roud of the lovely Gueſt they entertain. 


with what haſt thoſe Cryſtal Springs do flow, 
'incorporate with the Silver Brook below; 
here does my wanton Cynthia ſporting ſtand, + 


riating her Footſteps on the yielding ſand. 


ook Thyrſs how ſke fills with Joy the place, 

he Baths her Feet, and views her Angels Face ; 
ure I've a Rival of that amorous Hill, 
nd-thoſe are ſtreams of t:ars which thence diſtil). 


— 
TS ts. at... FI 
* 


— z . 
—- — anti. Th. 


OIL wee wh "IPOs 


: 
of _ _— 
” 


OT—— 


10 LYRIC,POEMS. 


His RETIREMENT. 


Purling Brook glides by this place away, 
It's Tribute to the Royal Thames to pay, 

Nature makes Arbours here, and ev'ry Tree 

Diſpoſes all it's Boughs to favour me ; 


The Birds ſweet Notes here Echo's do repeat, 
Here gentle Winds do moderate Summers heat : 


Clear is the Air, and verdant is the Graſs, 


My Couch of Flowers, the Stream's my Looking-glaſs. 


' Ah Cynthia! All the Birds that hear and ſee, 


Seem in their Language to condole with mee, 
And as | mourn, they pretty Songs do ſing, 
T expreſs thy Rigour, and my Suffering. 


Whillt to the liſPning Atr I make my moan, 


And ſigh and murmur ſitting here alone : 


The very Air ſighs at my miſery, 
The Waters murmur too in Sympathy. 


= 


4 (a 
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A (harafler of bis Friend, W. B. Eſq; 


T 0 raiſe up Vertue when tis ſinking down, 


Toy) leſs {r Wealth than to acquire Renown, 


T'inrich the [/1nc, and crown the Head with Bays, 
Subdue the Pallions, and the Soul to raiſe. 


T* increaſe in Glory, as in years he grows, 
To bear ripe Fruit, c'en ere his Bloſſom blows, 
Falter than Honours, Merits to repeat, 
'Keep the Senſe cold, but fill the Soul with heat. 
' 


Not Arts neglect, nor flight Apollo's Lute, 
wy of Aſtrea he's in hot purſute z 

n anticnt Tongues new Eloquence rehearſe, 
To maſter both the Greek and Latine Verſe. 


'Gaioſt Sloth, perpetual Hatred to maintain, 
But with the 1#ſe: Friendſhip ſtill retain; 
Here upon Earth all others to tranſcend, 

' Nil che ,abuur of my Noble Friend, 


A Sonnet. 
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A Sonnet. 


Of LOYE. 


| 'þ Love it be not, what is this I feel ? 
If it be Love, what Love is, fain I'd know ? 


If good, why the effefts ſevere and ill ? 
IF bad, why do its torments pleaſe me ſo ? 


If willingly I burn, ſhould I complain ? 
If *gainſt my will, what helps it to lament ? 
Oh living Death ! oh moſt delightful Pain ! 
How comes all this, if I do not conſent ? 


If I conſent, "tis madneſs then to prieve x 
Amidſt theſe ſtorms, in a weak Boat I'm toſt 
UOpona dangerous Sea, without relict, 
No help from Reaſon, but in Error loſt. 


Which way in this diſtration ſhall 1] turn ? 
That freeze in Summer, and in Winter burn 


” 


1 P | 


On 


On 
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On the Ryfture of Lucretia ſtabbing 

her ſelf 

Ucrece inflam'd with Anger, Griet and Shame, 
Deſpiſing Life, yet careful. of her Fame, 


uld ſuffer Death, but could not the Offence, 


Her Steel was ſharp, her End with Glory Crown'd, 
She ſought Revenge, and valu'd not the Wound ; 


his ſo appeas'd her rage, that being Dead, 
She look*d like one reveng'd, not injured. 


was Beauty ſinn'd, faid ſhe, then let it dye, 
at forc'd me to this laſt extremity z 


Vere't not for Beauty 1 had guiltleſs been, 
or it was that made luſtful Tarqun ſin, 


0 I to Violence a Prey was made, 
0 Tears avail'd when Vertue was betray'd, 


ughty he was,, my Beauty proud as be, 
They made me Slave, but thus my felt I free. 


* 


ounds her fair Breaſt, th6 arm'd with Innocence . 


Complains, 


a 
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( omplams, being bindred the ſight of 
by Nymph. 


O' view theſe Walls each night [ come alone, 
And'pay my Adoration to the Stone, 
. Whence Jey and Peace are influenc'd on me, 
For *tis the Temple of my Deity. 


As Nights and Days an anxious Wretch by ſtealth 


Creeps out to view the place which hoards his Wealth, 


So to this Houſe that keeps from me my Hearr, 
[ come, look, traverſe, weep, and then depart. 


She's fenc'd (o ſtrongly in on ev'ry ſide, 
Thought enters, but my Footſteps are deny'd, 
Then ſighs in vain I breathe, and Tears let fall: 
Kiſs a cold Stone ſometimes, or hugg the Wall. 


For like a Merchant that rough Seas has croſt, 
Near home is ſhipwrack'd, and his Treaſure loſt ; 
So, toſs'd in ſtorms of ſorrow, on firm ground, 
I ina Sea of mine own Tears am drown'd. 


- 
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s The Pleas'd Captive. 
A SONG. 
Glorious Angel coming on the Wing, 
From Heav'n deſcended near a River ſide, 
Vhere me alone my Deſtiny did bring z 
To view the pleaſant Fields without a Guide z 
\ Net ſhe'd laid drawn by a ſilken Sting, 
So hid in Graſs, it could not be eſpy'd, 
There was 1 captive taken in her Snare, 


« 


But Cynthia's chains who would not chuſeto wear! 


The Incurable, 
A SONG, 


:» CGrab 
N E, amongſt Flowers, green Leaves, and the cool 


Takes his delight, and pleaſant hours does paſs, 
This in a Cave can reſt, or quiet Grove, | 
d that in Wars forgets the Thoughts of, Love : 
ome vent their-Sighs to th* Air, and caſe do find, 
\ Spring may quench the fever of the Mind. 
But to my Grief no Remedy can bring, 


Flowers, Leaves, Grals, Cave, Grove, Wars, the Air, 


| ( nor Spring. 
The | On 


— —— —— —— 
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On a Fair Beggar. 


_—_— and ragged, with neglected Hair, 
She whom the Heavens at once made poor and fair 


With humble voice and moving words did ſtay, 
To beg an Alms of all who pals'd that way, 


But thouſands viewing her became her Prize, 


Williogly yielding to her copquering Eyes, 
And caught by Far! airs, whilſt careleſs ſhe 


Makes them pay Homage to her Poverty. 


So mean a Boon, ſaid I, what can cxtort 
From that fair Mouth, where wanton Love to ſport 
Amidſt the Pearls and Rubies we behold ? 
Nature on thee has all her Treaſures ſpread, 
Do but incline thy rich and pretious Head, 


And thoſe fair Locks ſhall pour down ſhowres 
.*Gold, | 


A Sonn 
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A Sonnet. 
Out of Italian, from Claudio Achillini. 
oY Written by a Nymph in her own Blood. 


INGE, Cruel Thy, you my Torments light, 
And take no notice of my Amorous Flame, 
3 theſe Vermilion Letters thus 1 write 
My bloody Reaſons to-confirm the ſame, 


| ſhe 
of my Paſſion are the lively Marks, 
Which from my Veins you here in Blood ſee writ, 
ouch them, your Breaſt will kindle with the Sparks, 
"xt & The ardcat CharaCters are recking yet. 


lor can my Pen alone my Heart explain, 
ly very Soul o're-charg'd with grief, I ſain 
es 08 Would ſend enclos'd herein, the truth to prove. 
id if I've been too ſparing of my Blood, 
is is the Reaſon why | ſtopp'd the Flood, 
! would not ſpoil the Face I'd have you love. 


C A Sonnet. 


nd 
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A Sonnet. 
The Roſe and Lily. 


Ourted by Cupsds, and the Amorous Air, 
_ Upona ſhady Throne, at her Repoſe, 
She ſate, than whom, none ere ſo ſweet or fair ; 
le was the Queen of Flowers, the Bluſhing Roſe 
| —_- 


; With noleſs pride, upon his Bed of State, 


A Lily, pale with Envy, look'd that way, 
With humble Flowers, encompaſs'd round he fate, 
And ſcorn'd the Scepter at her Feet to lay. 


To Arms, with Thorns and Pickles, they prepare, 
And each deſigns to try it out by War ; 

Till on good Counſel, they in Rule combine: 
So in your Face, the lovely White and Red, 
Cynthia, 1 ſee, all Quarrels baniſhed, 

And Roſe and Lily do in Empire joyne. 
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A Defiance, returning to the Place of bis 
paſt Amours. 


Heart of Ice, did here my Heart inflame, 
Bound with looſe Hairs, a Pris'ner I became , 
e firſt ſweet Love, tho bitter in the end, 

atter'd with Spight, with Kindneſs did offend. 


ut from Aſſaults, a new Defence I'm tavght, 
nd my palt Ills an Antidote have brought 3 

the poor bird that once eſcape bas made, 
eturns with caution where the Net is laid, 


th my late Damp, all Sparks of Love expire, 
y Feet approach, yet does my Sodl retire, 

h6 near her Preſence, 1 can juſtly ſay, 

y Eyes, and Mind tend quite another way- 


ith her my Lute could no Attention find, 

w will I pleaſc my ſelf, not fing to th? Wind ; 
th Laurel here, where Cypreſs late I wore, 
trivumph more than e're | griey'd before. 


Cs DIS 
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DISTANCE. 


AR from the Fire I burn, and run in vain, 
Slowly from winged Love, to ſcape the Pain ; 
So the ſwift Arrows, flying quick as Wind, 
Wound them that run, when th'Archer ſtays behind, 


Love, tho? I ſtrive with Act to ſhua the Blow, 


; 

7 Ficrcely aſſaults my Heart where e'ce I go 

A As he can beſt a mortal Stroak command, 

P Who has moſt compaſs for bis ſtriking Hand. 
3 | HA 

\ Hoping to "ſcape, las the Bird do fare, 

4 That has his Foot entangled in a Snare 

if | Fears Death, or ina Priſon to be caſt, 

| Flutters its Wings, and ſtrives, but ſtill is faſt. 

| Sol, with all my Toyl, no Eaſe bave got, 

q My Strugling does but faſter tye the Knot, 

| For Cynthia imitating Heavens ſwift Ray, 
4 Near, or at diſtance, can ber Flames convey. 
"1 , 
k A 
4 s 

#1] 
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A Sonnet. 


On Signor Pietro Reggio bis ſetting to 
Muſic ſeveral of Mr. Cowley's 
Poems. 


F Theban Pindar rais'd his Country's Fame, 
Whilſt its great Deeds he does in Odes rehearſe, 
And they made greater by his Noble Verſe, 
Gratitade are Trophies to his Name : 


n Engliſh Pindar ſhall for ever live, 
Since his Divine, and Lofty Poetry, 


Secur'd, Great Reggvo, by thy Harmony, 
| to it ſelf Immortal Glory give, 


e World's amaz'd to hear the ſweet Conſent, 
wixtthy charming Voice and Inſtrument, 

They'd ſtop the Bays which from Apollo fled ; 

y Skilful Notes would make in full Carreer 

us the God of Muſick ſtay to hear, 

And with his Daphne crown thy Rival Head, | « 


% 
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From a Drinking Ode of Alczus, 
Beginning, Tivo, 1 F ary ror <wmdropa 


Rink on, tl.o Nignt be ſpent and Sun do ſhine, 
.— Did not the Gods give anxions Mortals Wine! 
To waſh all Care and Sorrow from the Heart, 
Why then 1o ſoon ſhould Javial F: Now: part? 
Com-, let this Bumper for the next make way, 
Who's ſure to live, and drink another Day ? 


An EPIT APH, 


On-a Dutch CAPTAIN. 


ERE liesa Souldier not oblig'd to Fame, 
H Being forC'd his own Atchievements torehe! 
He dy'd not rich, yet | would tell his Name, 

Could I but comprehend it in my Verſe, 
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——_ 


On Cynthia, fmging a Recitative + 
Piece of Mufick. ; 


Thou Angelick Spirit, Face, and Voice, 

Sweet Syren, whoſe ſoft Notes our Souls rejoice, 
et when thou doll recite ſome Tragick Verſe, 

by Tone and Aftion make it ſweetly herce. - 


4 


thou ſoft, loud, ſad or brisk Note doſt hit, 
carries ſtill our Hearts along with it, 

hon canalt heat, cool, grieye us, or make us ſmile, 
ay ſtab or kill, yet hurt us not the while, 


by Geſture, Shape, and Mien, ſo pleaſing are, 
ith thee, no Humane Bc ing can compare z 

by Paſſions, all our Paſſions do excite, 

ad thy feign'd Grief does real Tears invite. 


iſtning to thee, our Bodies ſeem as dead, 

our rapt Souls then up to Heav'n are tied ; 
great a Monarch art thou, that thy Becath 
4s power to five us cither Life, or Death, 


C 4 A Sonnet. 


> 
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A Sonnet. 


On the Pifture of Cavalier Guarini, Auth 
of II Pattor Fido, painted by the Famous 
Borgianni, and ſet wp in bis Funes 
ral Pile*at Rome. 


L 


Ou, who to Fam®d Gxarins, now he's dead, 
Your Verſes conſecrate, and Statues reare, 
For that ſweet Padan Swan your Tears have ſhed, 
Sweeteſt thatever did, or will ſing here, * 


Behold this Piture on his Funfral Pile, 

Your mournful Spirits 'twill with Joy revive, 
Tho! th'Artiſt cheats your Senſes al! the while, | 
>. For *cis but Paint which you would ſwear does live, | 


This ſerves to keep our Friend in Memory, 
Since Death hath robb'd us of his better Part, 
And that he ſo mightlive as ne're to dyc, 


t 
He drew himſelf too, but with dift*rent Art. | 


Judge, which with greateſt Life and Spirit looks, 
Borgianni's Painting, or Guarin's Books. 
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0n old Rome. 


ERE was old Rowe that ſtretch'd her Empire far, 
ln Peace was fear'd, triumpbant was in War : 

re *twas, for now its place is only found, 

| that was Rome lyes buried under Ground, 


' 
+, 
i 


heſe Ruines hid in Weeds, on which Man treads, 

ere StruCtures w*> to Heav'n rais'd their proud Heads ; 
R ome that ſubdu'd the World, to Time now yields, 
With Rubbiſh ſwells the Plains, and ſtrews the Fields. 


Think not to ſee what ſo Renown'd has been, 
pthing of Rome, in Reme is to be ſeen ; 

Vulcan and Mars, thoſe waſting Gods have come, 
nd ta'ne Rowe: Greatneſs utterly from Reme : 


— = 


OO —— — 


hey ſpoyP'd with Malice, e're they would depart, 
hat e're was rare of Nature or of Art : 
ts greateſt Trophies, they deſtroy'd and burn'd , 
Sie that o're-turn'd the World, to Duſt is turn'd. | 
Oks 
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Well might ſhe fall, *gai:ſt whom ſuch Foesconſpire, 
O1d Time, Revergefol Man, and Sword and Fire: 
Now all we ſee of the Great Empreſs Rowe, 


Ace but the Sacred Reliques of her Top. 


_—  —  —— DOOR 


A SONG. 
Revenge againſt Cynthia. 


 E, Cupid, we have fond our lovely Foe, 

*\ Who lights thy Pow'r,and does my Flame deſpiſe, 

Now thou art arm'd with all thy Shafts and Bow, 
And ſhe at Mcrcy '"twixt two Enemies. 


AſleepTthe's laid upon this Bed of Flowers, 

Her Charms the ſole Defence to ſave her Breaſt 
Thoughtleſs of injur'd me, or of thy Powers; 

Oh, that a Guilty Soul can take ſuch reſt ! 


Now may'lt thou eas'ly with a ſingle Dart 
Revenge thy ſelf, and me upon her Heart. 


A Sonnet 
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A Sonnet. 


Love's Contrariety. 


Make no War, and yet no Peace have found, 

With heat | melt,when ſtarv'd to death with cold. 
I ſosr to Heav'n, whil groveling on the Ground, 
Embiacethe World, yet nothing do I hold. 

'm not confin'd, yet cannot I depart; 

Nor looſe the Chain, th6 not a Captive led; 

Love, kills me not, yet wounds me to the Heart, 

Will neither have m? alive, nor have me dead. 


Being blind, I ſee; not having voice, 1 cry : 

I wiſh for Death, while 1 of Life make choice; 
| hare my ſelf, yet love you tenderly ; 

Do feed of Tears, and in my Grief rejoice. 


Thus, Cynthia, all my Health is bot Diſeaſe; 
Both Life and Death do equally diſpleaſe. 


Invites 


—_— 


— ._Jwwi._t- > ama. ——  — 


_ 


 — 


23 LYRIC POEMS. 
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Invites bis Nymph to his (ottage. 


N yon” Hill's Top which this ſweet Plain commands, 

Fair Cynthia, all alone my Cottage ſtands, 
*Gainit Storms, and ſcorching Heats well fortify'd, 
With Pines, and ſpccading Oaks on ev'ry (ide, 
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My Lovely Garde tqo adjoyning Iyes, 5 Bu 
Of ſweeteſt Flowers, and of the richeſt Dyes: H 
The Tulip, Jas min, Emony, and Roſe, Si 
Of which we'll Garlands for thy Head compoſe, A: 
Nature to make my Fountain, did its Part, Fo 
Which ever flows without the help of Art, Ar 
A faithful Mirroir ſtall its Waters be, Th 
Where thou may'ſt fit beacath a ſhady Tree, Ar 
Admiring what above the World I prize, Ye 
Thy ſelf, the ObjeR of thine own faic Eyes 3 Aq 
And which is greatelt let the Spring proclaim, Re 
Thy Powers of Love, or this my Amorous Flame; Th 
'Tu 
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'Tis hard to follow Vertue. 


EF Rais'd ſometimes my Thoughts and fixt them right, 
Where Vertue, aod where Glory did invite, 

And in the Steps of Few, and Beſt, have trod, 

Scorning to take the Vulgar, Beaten Road, 


But him who aims at Glory they deride, 

He's one *gainſt moſt, and worſt muſt ſtemm the Tide z 
Since now on ſordid Wealth, this Age ſo blind, ® 
As 0n its Chiefeſt Good bas fixt its Mind : 


For the Great Things, the World has in its Hand, 
Are Gold and Silver, Jewels, and Command; 
Theſe are the Gifts, which Fortune does diſpence, 
And may be got by Theft, and Violence. 


Yet from this Lethargy th61 a, 

And ſhake the Clouds of Error from my Eyes; 
Reject the wrong, and Right to chuſe begin, 
Than change my Courſe,” | ſooner can my Skin, 


EN DTMI- 
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a. 


ENDYMIONand DIAN AE 


An Heroick Poem. 
Written in ltalian by Alleſſandro Taſſoni. 


L 
N Bed of Flowers Endymion fleeping lay, 
Tir'd with the Toyl of a long Summers. day, 
Whilſt ſofteſt Winds, and Seaſon of the Yoar, 
Agree to make his Graces all appear : 
The wanton Cupid in a Troop deſcend, 
Play with his Horn, and do his Bow unbend, 
And Love, this {mall Aſſembly came to grace, 
Wond'ring to fee the Shepherd's charming Face.. 
Il, | 
The Air to view him could not chaſe but ſtay, 
And with his Locks upon his Forehead play. 
The Cupid; round about him were employ'd, 
While lome did tnto Curls his Hair divide ; 
Others of Flowers, of which they'd pic*kd and brought 
" Their Hands-foll, many various Fancies wrought ; 
* Ferrers, as if they would his Feet reſtrain, 
Wreaths for his Head, and for his Wriſts a Chaio. 
Il, 
This, with his Lips compar'd, a Piony, 
Another, a Vermilion Embny ; 
Then at his Cheeks a Roſe and Lily try'd, 
The Roſe it faded, and the Lily dy'd . 
Still was the Wind, the Meadow, Field and Grove, 
The very Waters were not heard to move. | 
All things were huſh'd, and did a filence keep, 
As ſome had whiſper'd, Peace, here's Love _ 


LS 


I 
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4 IV 
'hen the bright Goddeſs of the loweſt Orb, 
deck*d with the Rays of Sol her abſent Lord, 
)f Heav*n the dusky Mantle did unfold, 
nd ſilently Earth's wondrous Scene behold ; 
en having ficſt diſperſt in little Showres , 
he Pearly Dew upon the Graſs and Flowres; 
Spying this place which ſuch delights could yield, 
. Came down to take the Pleaſure of the Field. 


wickly the little Cupids diſappear, 

) ſoon as e're the Goddeſs drew-but near ; 

Who ſeeing the ſleeping Youth alone, ſhe ſtays, 

ith Paſſion on his lovely face to gaze : 

ill Virgia Modeſty quench'd her bold Flame ; 

MF Folly then convinc'd, ſhe bluſh'd for ſhame; 

gAnd juſt was turning to have quit the place, 
But was recall'd by that alluring Face. 


VI. 


n —_— her Eyes a Spark flid to her Heart,' 
hich fir'd her Soul; Nor could ſhe thence depart, 

ut nearer by degrees, her ſteps does guide, 
ll ſhe ſate down cloſe by the Shepherd's ſide ; 
nd of the Flowers with which the Cupsds | 
Vhen Gyves, and Fetters they in Sport had made : 

Such Snares ſhe wove, her ſelf was in them ta*ne, 
. And as the Shepherd's Captive, - wore his Chaine, 


Straight 
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VIL 


Straight on his hand an eager Kiſs fhe\preſt, , 
Then thouſand on his Lips, Cheeks, Eyes and Breaſt ; 
Nor in this Tranſport could her ſelf contain, 
*Till ſhe with Kiſſes wak'd the ſleeping Swain , 
Who being amaz'd at that Celeſtial Light, 
With Reverence trembled atthe Glorious Sight : F 

He would have gone when fre'd from his Surpriſe, 
But tho' he ſtrove, ſhe would not Jet him rife. 


VIII. 


- Fair Sleeper, would' ſaid ſhe, ſo ſoon, 
Be not afraid, Behold it is the Moon , 
That comes to ſport with thee in this ſweet Grove, 
Guided by Fate, Neceſlity and Love: 
Be not diſturb'd at this unuſual Sight, 
We lilently in Joys will ſpend the Night : 


But if thon tell what 1 to thee have ſed, \ 
Expect Heav'ns utmoſt Vengeance on thy Head. I | 
| IX. 
Goddeſs of Night, that take'ſt from Sol thy Flame, ,. 
I, ſaid the Youth, a filly Shepherd am; 41 
But if thou promiſe me in Heav'n a Place, op 


To nſlated hence from Humane Race , 

Then of my Faith thou may'lt aſſured live, 

Of/ which this Mantle as a Pledge I ll giye g 
The ſame my Father Echo gave the Night, 
That he bis Faith to Cabce did plight. 
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X. 


his ſaid, his Mantle qui« kly he unbound, : 
hat was with Flawcts ui Pearl cmbroyder'd round, 
/hich chen lic wore 9'ic liis left ſhoulder flung, 

nd with twa toads beacath higright Arm hung ; 

gvc bf rhe © ,oddels, who lad now Litown by 

| Senice of Honou ant of Modeltyc« 

Anil like a Croit-nip'd Flower, fhe by his Charms 
Being thus 0'tco:ne, {ropt down into his Arms, ©; 


Xt. 


r the green Ivie more Affection bring , 

hen ſhe about her Pine docs kindly cling, 

han theſe two vigorous Lovers there expreſt, 

ye baving thot his Fice through eithers Breaſt *: 
Wil; all their Art and Indultry they ſtrove, 
How they might chen enjoy their fill of Love. 


All. 


ns Whilſt in Wantonncls they ſpend the Night, 

4 uſe all Skill thac mighr promote delights 

wird with what belore they ne'er had try'd, 

tle bappy Lovers recited latisfy'd ; 

kotair Diyouhifting up ber Eyes, 

culed her cruel Stars aud Deſhinyes , 

Thar her ſo luag ti ugh fo much Error drew, 
And let her raglici bealts thao Love pui ue, 


D Af, 


 — 
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XIII, 


Ah, Fool! ſaid ſhe, How I toolate repent, 
That to the Woods | e're a Hunting went ; 
How many Years have 1 co:ſum'd tince then, 
Which 1 mult never think to ſee agen ? 
How many pretious Minutes ev'ry Day, 
Did | in that mad Paſtime fool away ! 
And how much better is one ſweet Embrace 
Than all the toylſome Pleaſures of the Chaſe ? 


EI ns em... 
-_ 


From an Ode of Horace 
Beginning Vides ut alta ſtet nive candidum, 


E E how the Hills are candy'd o're with Snow, 

The Trees can ſcarce their Burdens undergo z 
Froſt does the Rivers wonted courſe retain, 
That they tefuſe their Tribute to the Main : 


Winds, Froſt, and Snow againſt our Lives conſpire ; 
Lay on more Wood (my Friends) and blow the Fire... 
*Gainſt their Aſſaults let us our Forces join, bn 
Diſſolye the Weather by the ſtrength of V Vine. 


i i 


Fire 
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4A COMPLAINT. 


HEN firſt I here to {ynthia ſpake my Mind, 
Near theſe ſweet Streams, which to our thoughts 
h.then in perfect Harmony we met, (were kind : 


nd to our Concert joyn'd the Rivulet. 


e Flowers, Plants, Echt/s, Craggy Rocks and Dales, 
e picaſant Meads, proud Hills, and humble Vales, 
m'd then o're-joy'd at my Felicity, 

'hich now condole with me in Miſery. 


t ſtill the wing'd Inhab'tants of the Wood 
pas my Change they had not underſtood : 
6 ſure the Melancholy Tunes they vent, | 
rather Notes of Grief, than Merriment. 


Nymphs, that in theſe Cryſtal Streams do dwell ! 
alter Sport reſt quiet in your Cell: 

e, clear as yours, a Happy Life led, 

b now o'crwhelm'd with Grief, and live as dead, - 


Thus we through various Turns of Fortune run, 


nd fiad no certaia Reſt rill Life be Cone. 
D 2 Lowe's 
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Love's Garden. 


Tranſlated fromGirolamo Prets.. 


To Love's Garden came, with my Atrire, 
Was wove with Herbs of Hope, and of Deſire, 
Branches of Trouble zoo by me were worn, 
V Vhole Flowers and Fruit, were Prejudice, and Scor 


Y 


'Twas wall'd with Pain, and Anguiſh round about, 
And from a thouſand places iſſu'd our, 

V Vater of Grief, and Air of Sighs, beſide, 
P.c:it and Cruelty did there relide. 


Pride was the Keeper z and tocultivate 

VVas Jealouſe,; who ſi! with mortal Hate, 
Tare up my Happineſs e're it could grow; 

V Vhitlt, like a Madman, thus | ftrive to ſow, 
Linder the Shadow of a Thought that's kind, 

| plow in Stone, dig VVater, ſtop the VVinds 
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Seeing his own Piftare, diſcourſes of his \ 
Studies, and Furiune. 


H1S, which the Shadow of my Face does give, 
V Vhoſe Counterfeit ſeems true, 214 Art alive, 
ws but the part of Man's Inficmity, 

hich to Age ſubj:&, mult decay, and gye : 


the Iaternal Nature's Excellence, 

hich does this Earthly Shadow influence : 
haps ſome Image may on Paper draw, 

ole Eſſence, ne'er of Time ſhall ſtand in awe ; 
by my Muſes Help I hope to build 
Monuments, as ne*er to Time ſhall yield; 


| 
| 
1 


er than from theſe Colours can be had, 
to my Years, ſhall greater Numbers add, 


ra— U—__— 7 er - 


hen ſome Noble VVaorkl enterprize, 
might advance my Honour to the Skies, 
vious Fortune-ſtrikes a thouſand ways, 
oyes my Labours, and fo blaits my Bays. 


D 3 A Sounct, 
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A Sonnet, of Petrarc, © * 


On the Death of Laura. 


'F 


Fill with Sighs the Air when-e're I ſland, 

ww 
On yon” high Hill, and thence ſurvey the Plat 
Waere Levwa, ſhe who could my Hoart command, 


Did ia her Earthly Faradilc remain, 


- 
For now ſhe's dead, and left me here alone, 
Griev'd for her loſs, that | could gladly dye 
Drowning my Eyes 1a making of my Moan, - 
My Tears have leſt no ſpace about me dry. . 
There is no Stone upon that craggy Hill, 
Nor theſe ſweet Fields, an Herb or Plant do brio 
Nor Flower *mongit all that do the Valleys fill, 


Nor any drop of Weter from the Spring 


Nor Beaſts ſo wild, that in the Woods do dw: 
"But of my Gif for Lanra's Death can tell, 


Ano 


+ 
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Another, of Petrarc, 


On Laura's Death. 


H Death! Huw has thy utmoſt Malice ſped ? 
Thou i.aſt Love's Kingdom quite impov'riſhel; 


ropt Beauty's Flower, put out our chicfelt Light, 
nd one ſmall Stone deprives us of her fight... 


ur Joy's extin&t, we're left in Diſconte Nt, 
ript of our Honour, and our Ornament : 
tto her Fame thon ne*re can!t put an cnt, 
y Power but o're her Body did extend. 


her pure Soul above is glorify'd 

brighteſt Star, ſhe's there the Heaven's Pride : 
d here her Vertuous Deeds ſhall never dye, 

t be admir'd by all Poſterity. 


Glorious Angel, thou that dwell'!t above, 

1 with more powerful Chatms attratteft Love z 
y't thou be vanquiſh'd by my Piety, 

dere thy Beauty triumph'd over mc. 


> D4 Qnplans 
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Complains of the Court. 


I N a Great Court, near a Fam'd Riyer's ſide, 
* With Hopes of Greatn«4s fed, 1 ſtill reſide; 
But where to fix I ne'er ſhall vnderſtand, 


Foll wing what flies, ayd ſhunning what's at hand, 


Others from me the Gifts of Heay'n retain, 
The lucky Fool does ſtill che Purchace gain ; 
At Air | graſp, and after Shadows [trive, 
Live for my Focs, if this be laid co. live. 


1 flight my (elf, Jove him that injures me, 
And in ſoft Words find greateſt Treachery; * 
I, Mortal Hatred under Smiles, behold, 

And ſtarve for want, amidlt great heaps of Gold. 


'Kow Envy's Stroaks, then Fortune's 1 ſuſtain, 
And want a Friend to. whom I might complain 
j ſce th'enſying Storm, and no Help nigh, 

 Crieve for one Loſs, and ſtraight another ſpy. 


i ar 
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4 Being retired, complains againſt the ( ourt. 


Emote from Court, where after Toil we get 

More Hopes than Fruit, | now have ciang'd my 
nd here retir'd with calmer Thoughts abide ; O&*ts 
5 Lea mote {mooth, than troubled Thames does glide. 


need not Great Men bere with Flatt'ry pleaſe, 
o Pride nor Envy ſhall diſturb my Eaſe ; 

If Love enſnares my Heart, | from its Net, 
ſeryile Chain at lealt, my Freedom ger. 


Since my new Flame brake out, my old is dead, 
With Falſhood kindled, and with Scoru 'twas fed ; 
And here the greateſt Rjgour pleaſes more 

Than all diſſembled Favours could before. 

There Love's all Counterfeit, and Friendſhip tao, 
And nothing elſe but Hate and Malice true : 

If here my Nymph be croſs, or prove unkind, 
Vanquiſh'd, 1 triumph ; 6ghtiog, Peacel find. 


To 


— 
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To Cynthia. 


ARK how the little Birds do vie their Skill, 
Saluting, with their Tunes, the welcome Day; 
Sp: ug does the Air with fragrant Odours fill, 


And the pleas'd Fields put on their beſt Array, 


With great Serenity the Heavens move 
Tie Amorovs Planet rules in fulleſt power ; 


All things their Cruelty away remove, 
And ſeem to know of Joy the Time, and Hower'; 


Only my Oyrrhia ſtill this Glorious Morn 
Retains the frozen Trmper of her Heart, 

Of Birds, and Flowers, docs imitation ſcorn, 
Nor from her wonted Rigour will depart. 


Ah change, my Fair, that harſh and cruel Mind ! 
Why ſhould your Looks and Humour Ciſagree? 
Let not my Love ſuch Opnroſition find, 
You're wo'd by Heav'n,and Earth tofavour me, 


The 
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The Withered Roſe. 


CG 0, Fading Roſe, a Preſent to my Fair, 

To whoſe ungrateſul Breaſt I gavem ; Heart, 
And th6 my Grief could ne'er affect her Care, q 
To her do thou my dying Mind impart, 


| late have ſeen thee Lovely, Sweet, and Gay, 
Perchance; the influence of her Looks on thee, 
Now pale as Death, rhy Beauty's gane away 
Thou art the Emblem of my Miſery. 


Say, if to caſt an Eye on thee ſhe dergn, 
Since no Relief from her my Life receives; 
My Body ſoon as Bloodlefs will remain, 


me RES 


As thy once freſh, but naw decaying Leave, ” 


And thou perchance the Benefir may'ſt ind, 

For thy pale Looks and Meſſage underſtood, 
To cure thy dying Spoils ſhe may be kind, 

With Water of my Tears, or with my Blood. 


" _ 
——  — ——  —} 5” Ss. 


.| A Sonnet: 
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A Sonnet. 
On the Death of Sylyya- 


H Death! without regard to wrong or right, 


All things at will thy boundleſs Raze devours; 
- This tender Plant thou haſt cnt down in ſpight, 
And ſcatter'd onthe Ground its Fruit, and Flowers, 


Onr Lov ''s cxtin& that with ſucb Ardaur burn'd, 
And all my Hope of ſuture Pleaſure dyes; 

Nature's chief Maſter-picce to Earth's return'd, 

Deaf to my Paſſjoo, and my grieyous Cryes, ot 


Yo 


Sylvia, the Tears which on thy Sepulchre, 
Hereafter ſhall be ſhed, or thoſe now are, 
Th6 fruitleſs, yet I offer them to thee, 


Until the coming of th' Eternal Night Go 


Shall cloſe theſe Eyes, once happy with thy Sight, 
And give me Eyes with which I thee may ſee, 


An 
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To the WINDS. 


A SONG. 
l, 
E Winds, that in your baſty Flight, 
Juſt kiſs the Leaves, and then a 
1 ne Leaves that tremble with Delight, 
And murmur at {o ſhort a ſtay; 
Stop here, and e're you further goe, 


Give audience to0a Lover's Woe. | 


Condoling Air, to you | ſpeak, 

Since ſhe is deaf to all my Grief, 

You fce my Heart will quickly break, 

If careleſs She gives no Relief: 
I'm ſure you're troubled at my Pain, 
For when ſigh, you ſigh again. 


Go, gentle Air, fly to my Dear, | 
That thus with Love inflames my Breaſt, 
And whiſper ſoftly in her Ear, 
'Tis ſhe that robs my Soul of Reſt: 
Expreſs, if poſlible, ſuch Moans, 
May imitate my dying Groaaus. 
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IV. 


Or with thy rovgher Breath make bold 
To rofs the 1: afore of her Hair, 
Till thou volt all coſe Curls unfold 
W!ich cunningly M-ns Hearts cnſnare ; 
Try alltby Skill to break the Net, : 
© That 1, like thee, may Freedom get. * 


” 


V. 


Then let ſome thicker Blaſts ariſe, 
And with hier Face fo fport, and play, 
Till the brig'it Rays of her fair Eyes 
Be qualify'd, or ta'en away ; 
Make »!! thoſe Charms which Men afſaif, 
Of leſſer force, and leſs prevail. 


The Silent Talker s. 


EACE, Peace, my Dear, Corinna ſaid 
To her enamou*d Corydon, 

Leſt we by Liſtners be betiay'd, | 

And this our Happineſs undone. ' 


Our wiſhes anſwer ev'ry way, 
And all my Thoughts center in thine; 

If thou haſt any thing to lay, 2 6201 
Speak with thy Eyes, 11 ſpeak with miae, 


7 
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*Tis dangerous jeſting with L ng E. 
A SONG. 


Enture not with Love to jeſt, 
Though he's blind, and but a Boy, 
hoſoe'er would live at reſt, 
Mult not dare with him to toy 
If you play, he'll ſeem co ſmile, 
But conſpire your Death the whule, 


IL. 


y ſelf was ſuch a Sot, 
Once to act a Lover's Part, 
em'd to love, but lov'd her nof, 
Sigh'd, but ſigh'd. not from my Heart 
Long 1 did nor this maintain, 
E're my Play was turn'd to Pain, 


I. 


| gaz'd upon my Fair, 
And of Love ſhew'd ev'ry Sign, 
play'd too the Flatzerer, 
With her Glances anſwering mine; 
Till his Arrows Cupid took, 
Pierc'd me with cach Flatt'cing Look. 


bY 


a 

[1 

l 

| 

| 

| 

| 


he. 
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: I'S 
Love the Teſter will aſſail, 
And when ſcorn'd, the Maſtry jet , 
Art | fee can ne'e avail | 
Him that plays the Connterfcit; 
For | find, now time is pall, 
Teſt to Earneſt tuin'd at lalt. 


V. 


Cupid Crew with more del'rc, 
Secing m* his Net defpile ; 
Was more ative with his Fire, 
While be Found my heart was [cc : 
Now my Sighs no pity find, 
Bar are ſcattcr's in the Wind. 


On WINE. 
| From a Fragment of F{ ſod, 
Beginning "Oz Auwmors Ion ay lean WAP nnn 
V INE chears our Hearts, and makes us glad, 
When Gricf, and Cares have Ictt us lad : 


Bur more than Nature does ſuffice, 
Will caſt a'Cloud before our Fyes , 


*Twill bind the Tongue, the Feet, and Hands; 
E're we perceive, with ftrongelt ttanr's; 

And us its Drunken $|zos will eep, 

Till ywe our Freedum gt by Sle:p 
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A DREAM. 


þ NE Night, with Sleep my Senſes being oppreſt, 

Fixt on that Thought, which ſtill o'er. ruPd my 
Mourning Dreſs, with Silence did appear, (Breſt 3 
e of her Sex was to my Soul moſt Dear : 


nba, methought, I aid, and gaz'd awhile, 
'here's thy accuſtom'd Look, and cheerful Smile ? 
'hat ſad Occaſion thus diſturbs thee now, 2 

id hangs that gloomy Sadneſs on thy Brow ? 


only ſigh'd, and off*cing to depart, 
zatch*'d her Hand, and laid it to my Heart, 
id whilſt I'in this trembling Rapture ſtand, 
took, and held me by my other Hand, 


ought my Heart *cwixt Joy, and Grief would break, 
Iding with Tears, My Dear, I prithee ſpeak; 

d graſp'd her faſt, ſhe ſtruggling to be gone, 
wak'd : but then 1 found my ſelf alone, 


F,. Ofc 
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Oft have I gricv'd to think what this might prove, 
And gathe1'd hence il] Omens to my Love ; 
But ſince I may too ſoon the Miſchief find, 


PII ſtrive to chaſe the Fancy from my Mind, 


— 


The Refileſs Lover. 


HE Birds to wanton in the Air deſire ; 
The Salamander ſports himſelf in Fire, 

The Fiſh in Water plays; And of the Earth, 
Man ever takes poſſeſſion at his Birth : 
Only unhappy Il, who born to grieve, 
[a all theſe Elements at once 4o live: 
Grief.docs with Air of Sighs my Mouth ſupply, 
My wretched Body on cold Earth does lye, 
The Streams which from mine Eyes flow Night and Da! 
Cannot the Fire which burns my Heart allay 


Wy” "_—_ 
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Th RESOLUTION. 


A Sonnet of Petrarc, out of Italian. 


H Time ! Ohrowling Heavens, that fly fo faſt, 
0 And cheat us Morta's ignorant and blind ! 
Oh fugitive Day, ſwifter than Bird or Wind ! 
Your Frauds 1 ſee, by all my Suff*cings paſt. 


But pardon me, 'tis | my ſett mult blame, 

Nature that ſpreads your Wings, and makes you t'y, 
To me gave Eyes, that I my Ills night ſpy : 

Yet t retain'd them to my Grict, and Shame, 


[ime was | might, ahd Time isTtill I may 

rect my Steps in a ſecurer way, 

And end this fad Infinity of Ill ;; 

et "tis not from thy Yoke, O Love, I part, 

ut the Effects; I will reclaim my Heart; 
Vertue's no Chante, but is acquir'd by Skill, 


E 2 ths 
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Irvokes DEAT H. 


'þ OME, Terrour of the Wiſe, and Valiant, Comy, 
And with a Sigh let my griev'd Soul have room; 


Amongſt the Shades ; rhen ſhall my Cares be gone ; 
All there drink Waters of Oblivion. 


So went the Herocs of the World, and fo 


Or ſoon, or late, all that are born muſt go ; 

Thop Death to me art welcome asa Friend, 
For thou with Life putt'ſt to my Griebs an End, lr 
i T 
Of this Poor Earth, and Blaſt of Breath ally'd, M 
Sq 


How eaſily by thee, the Knot's unty*. : 
This Spring of Tears which trickles from mine Eyes 
Is Natural, and when I dye, it dryes. - 


Matter for Sighs, I drew with my firſt Breath, 
And now a Sigh uſhers my Soul to Death ; 

So Cares, and Griefs determine by Conſent, 
This Favour owe | to my Monument. 
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A Hint from the Beginning of the Third 
Satzr of Juyenal, 


Lando tamen vacuis quod ſedem figere Cumis 
Deſtinet, ai que unum Crvem donare Sibylle, &C. 


Neighbour, now, ſhall Aged Sibyl have, 

For I withdraw to Crma's © icred Cave, 
Where I, Veſwvixe like, | when Years attire 

My H-ad with Snow, ſhall till maintain my Fire. 


ln Hatred of the World my Days III ſpend, 

Till with Deſpight my wretched Life ſhall end ; 
My haughty Plames I've clipp'd, Fil foar no more, 
So the Fates cut what they had ſpun before, 


| was when Bad, of Vertuous Men defpis'd, 

And by the Scourge Vice brings with it, chaſtiy'd : 
That Courſe I left, and turning good agen, 

Vas. hated, and oppreſs'd by Wicked Men, 


hus ſeems the Partial World on all ſides bent, 

t's utmoſt Spight-on wretched me to vent. 

y Sins were fruitleſs : Muſt, when Life is done, 
ertue lye buried in Oblivion ? 


E 9 Accor 
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A ( ontemplation on Man's Life. 
Out of Spaniſþ. 


| LE Compoſition, Farth inſpir'd with Breatli? 
Man, that at firſt wert made of Dvl? ant 
And then by Law Divinc condemn'd ro D:ath ; * L car 


When wilt thou check thy Luſts in their Carrcers? 


Change all thy Micth to Sorrow, and repent, 
That thou ſo often didit juſt Heav*n offend, 
Deplore thy precious Hours fo vainly ſpent, 
[f thou wilt *{cape ſuth Bains as have no end, \ 
"0 


The gaping Grave expects thee as its right, 
"Tis a ſtraight place, but can contain with caſe, 


Honour, Command, Wealth, Beauty, and Delight, 


And all that does our Carnal Scnſes pleaſe. 


Only t1';mmortal Soul can never dye, 
I teretore on that thy utmoſt Care employ. 
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EY I In 


The Nightingale that was drowned. 


PON a Bough, hung trembling o're a Spring, 
Sate Philomel, to reſpite Griet, and ſing, 

voing ſuch various Notes, there ſeenr'd to neſt, 
Choir of little Songſters 18 her Breaſt, 

Viilſt Echoat the cloſe of ev'ry Strain, 

eturn'd her Muſick, Note for Note again. 


he Jealous Bird, who nc'er had Rival known, 

ot thinking theſe ſweet Points were all her-own ; 
of!Pd with Emulation was, that ſhe 

xpreſs'd her utmoſt Art and Harmony ; 

ill as ſhe eagerly for Conqueſt try'd, 

erSiadow in the Stream below ſhe ſpy'd : | - "Y 
hen heard the Waters bubbling, but miſtook, 

1d thought the Nymphs were laughing in the Brook ; 
ethen inrag'd, into the Spring did fall, 

nd in fad Accents thus upbraids them all: 

Terews ſelf offer'd ſo great a Wrong , 

'wphs, take my Life, ſince you deſpiſe my Song. 


E 4 | On 


Ce 


Ld 
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On a Child ſleeping mn Cynthia's Lap. 


LEEP, Happy Boy, there ſleep, and take thy R 
Free from the Paſſions which diſturb my Breſt z 
Yet know *tis Innocence that thee has freed, 
And lets thee ſlcep ſo quiet on this Bed. 


Thy wearicd Limbs have ſweetly reſted here, 
If with leſs Sun, in a more happy Sphere 


Whilſt in Deſpair my Soul afflicted lyes, Vi 
And of meer Envy to bchold thee, dyes. Ti 
Dream, thou enjoy'ſt more true Felicity, 0 
Than laviſh Fortune can beſtow on thee : o 
That thou, amidſt ſuch Pretious Gems, art hurF'd, N 
Are able to enrich tlvinſatiate World : 0) 


. That thou, the Phenix ſhalt tranſcend in Fame, 
Who ſleep'lt, and riſeſt, ina Purer Flame; 
That thou'rt an Angel, Heav'n's that Lapl1 view: 


et all this while, it is no Dream, but true, 
Lo 


CC 
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Cure for AF FLICTIONS. 


A Hint from an imperfe& Ode of 
" ARCHILOCHVUS; 


Beginning, 


Ovue, Hu apmarin witn wwphe. 
OUL, rule thy Paſlions, dry thy weeping Eyes, 
Thou Breath of Heav'n, ſhould'ſt Earthly Cares 


When fierceſt troubles thus diſturb thy Reſt, (deſpiſe: 
To their Aſſaults oppoſe a conſtant Breaſt. 


Oer Fortune's Pow'r then ſhalt thou have command : 
SoRocks unmoy'd *gainſt Beating Surges ſtand. 

Nor boaſt, if in this Conflift thou o'ercome, 

Or when ſubdu'd, poorly lament at home. 


Think, having cauſe to grieve, or to rejoyce, 
No Courſe of Humane Things is in thy Choyce. 


Cyn- 
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da 


Cynthia ſporting. 


LONG the River's ſide did Cynthia ſtray, 
More like a Goddeſs, than a Nympi, at play 

The Flood ſtopt to behold her ; pleas'd to ſee'r, 
She to its Killes yicids her naked Feet, 
Brisk Air faluted her, ng'er ſtay'd to woo: : 
The very Boughs reach'd to be toying too . 
The little Birds came thronging to admire, . 
And for her Entertainment made a Choirt: |} 


The Meadows ſinile, and Joy ſurrounds the place, 
AsiF all things were infl'enc'd by her Fage; > 
The Grafs, and Leaves take Freſhneſs tom her Eyes, 


And as of leſſer Force, So!'s Beams deſpiſe: 


No Herb preſs'd by her Foot but bloſſomes ſtrait, 
Flowers, for her Touch to ripen them, do, wait z 

They, from her Hand, new Fragrancy do-yield, 

Her Preſence fills with Perfumes, all the Ficld. 


ws © # 
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The FLY. | 
ut of Spaniſh from Don Franciſco de Quevedo, 


Out of the Wine- Pot cry'd the Fly, 
Whilſt the Grave Frog ſte croakmg by, 
Than lrve aWatry Life liks thine, 

I'd rather chooſe to dye in Wine, 


Never Watcr could endure, 
Though ne*re (o Cryſtal:inc and Pure, 
Water's a Murmarer, and they 

Deftva more Milchief than they fay ; 

Where Rivers l:;n0c:theſt are and cicar, 

Oh there's the Danger, there's the Fear ; 

Gut III not grieve to dye 10 Wine, 

That Name is {weet, that Sound's Divine. 


Thus from the Wine Pot, Oc. 
il. 


Dull Fiſh in Water live we know, 

And ſuch inſipid Sonls as thou ; 

While to the Wine do nimbly fly, 

Many ſuch pretty Birds as 1 : 

With Wine refre{}%d, as Flowers with Rain, 
My Blood is clear'd, inſpir*'d my Brain 
That when the Tory Boys do ling, 

I buz cl” Chorws for the King. 


Thus from the Wine- Pot, &c. 
i'm 
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Thy Comerades ſtill are Newts and Frogs, 


What Pleaſures, Ah! didſt thon but know, 
This Heav'nly Liquor can beſtow : 


Il. 


I'm more belov'd than thou canſt be, 

Moſt Creatures ſhun thy Company 3 

[ go unbid to ev*ry Feaſt, 

Nor ſtay for Grace, bur fall o'th* Beſt : 

There while | quaff in Choiccſt Wine, 

Thou doſt with Puddle. water dine, 

Which makes thee ſuch a Croaking thing. 

Learn to drink Wine, thou Fool, and ſing; 
Thuz from the Wine- Pot, &c. 


IV. 


In Gardens 1 delight to ſtray, 

And round the Plants do ſing and play : 
Thy Tune no Mortal does avail, 

Thou art the Dutch-man's Nightingale : 
Wouldſt thou with Wine but wet thy Throat, 
Sure thou wou'd'ſt leave that Diſmal Note, 
Lewd Water ſpoils thy Organs quite, 

And Wine alone can ſet them right. 


Thus from the Wine- Pot, Ge. 
V. 


Thy Dwelling Saw-pits, Holes, and Bogs: 
In Cities I, and Courts am free, 
An Inſet too of Quality. 


To drink, and drown thou'dſt ne'er repine 3 
The Great eAnacreon dy'd by Wine. 
Thus from the Wine-Pot, &c. 


, 
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On G OLD. 


HIS Glitt'ring Metal, Dazler of the Eyes, 
| In {6 ſmall Bulk, where ſo much Miſchief lyes, 
iſclaims the Earth, when it has paſs'd the Fire, 
id then no longer owns the Rock for Sire, + 


Vhen coyn'd, it boaſts of Pow'r Omnipotent ; 
Vhich Monſtrous Birth the long ſcorn'd Mountains ſent: 
Tis Banc of Peace, *tis Nouriſher of War; 

nd o'cr the World docs ſpread its Venom far. 


ith Confidence this bold Uſurper can 

old Competition with its Former, Man : 
whoſe ſublimer Soul ſhould upward ſoar, 

et for a God can his own Works adore. 


ws are remiſs when Thou the Pow'r dolt git, 
| Vices thou unpuniſh'd dolt permit ; 

ſorrent of Miſchiefs, Source of 11s the worlt ! 
he more we drink of thee, the more we thirſt, 


'To 


| 
| 
| 
J 
| 
{ 
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To his Grace , George Duke of 
Northumberland. 


HUnruly Steed by Laws to tame and ride; 
With graceful Courſe the well-pois'd Lance to 

In Martial Sports ever to win the Prize ; (guic 
And Troops with Skill and Tudgnicar exerciſe : 


Ina calm Breaſt a Warlike Heart to ſhow ; 
' ToGlory Friend, to Wantonneſs a Foe : | 
To keep on Paſſion, Reaſon's powerful Hand ; 
Over his Soul, and ſelf ro have command : 

4 
To ſport with Books, whilſt Arms aſide hc lays: 
To interweave the Olive with the Bays: 
When tir'd with Arts, to tune Apolls's Lyre : 
To merit Honours e'ce he them del.re, 


Theſe Fruits which others bring with Art and Ti 
Your Blooming Age does yield before your Prime. 


Love 
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Loves New Philoſophy. 


[. 


HOcre a Lover is of Art, 
May come and learn of me” 
A New Philotophy ; 
Such as no Schools could c'er impart. 
ve all my other Notions does controul, 
ad reads theſe ſtranger LeCtuces to my Soul. 


This God who takes delight to lye, 
Does Sacred Truths defame, 

Aud Ari/totle blame, 

Concluding all by Subtilty : 

s Syllogiſms with ſuch Art are made, ' 
£ Solomon himſelf could them cvade, 


il, 


$0 wondrous is his Art and Skill, 

His Reaſons pierce like Darts, 

Mens Intelletts and Hearts 

Old Maximes he deltroys at will, 

blinded Plato fo, be made him think, 
was Water,” when he gave him Fire to drink, 


That 
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IV, 


That Water can extinguiſh Fire, 
All Apes did allow ; 
But Love denyes it now, 
And ſays it makes his Flame rage higher; | 
Which Truth my ſelf have prov'd for many Years: 
Wherein I've wept whole Deluges of Tears. 


, Vi 


At the Sun's Rays, you Cynthia know, 
The lce no more can melt, 
Nor can the Fire be felt, 
Or have its wonted Influence on Snow : 
By your relentleſs Heart is this expreſt, 
Your Eyes are Suns, the Fire is in my Breſt. 


VI. 


When Soul and Body ſeparate, 
That then the Life muſt dye; 
This too | muſt deny; 
My Soul's with her, who rules my Fate, 
Yet ſtill my Organs moye a Proof to give, 
That Soul and Body can divided live, 
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VII. 


Remove the Cauſe, tl*'Effefts will ceale, 

This is an Errour too, 

And found by me untrue; 

My Fair when near diſturbs my Peace, 

ut when ſhe's furtheſt off, no Tongue can tell - 

be raging Pangs of Love my Heart does feel, k 


VII. 


All Creatures Love not their own Kind, 

I this new Axiom try : 

And that all fear to dye 

By Nature; a Miſtake | find : 

rl, a Man, do a Fierce Creature love, 

ſuch, I know, thatwill my Murd*cefs prove. 


> 


IX. 


Here two Extreams ave eas'ly join'd, 

Joy and Grief in my-Breſt, 

V Vhich give my Soul no Reſt; 

Both to torment me are combin'd : 

or when 1 view the Source of all my Wrong, 
h my Muſick, mix with Tears my Song. 


F That, 


— 
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x. 


That, all things like Effce&ts produce : 
I readily can prove 
A Paradox in Love, 
And my Concluſion hence deduce ; 
Cold Cynthia to my Zeal yields no Return, 
Though Ice her Heart, ſhe makes my Heart to burn, 


Xl. 


Whilſt in this Torment 1 remain, ® 
It is no Myſtery f 
To be, and not to be; 
1 dye to Joy, and live to Pain, 
So that, my Fair, I may be juſtly ſed, 
To be, and not to be, Alive and Dead. 


XII, 


Now, go, my Song, yet ſhun the Eyes 
Of thoſe ne'er felt Love's Flame, 
And if/my Cynthia blame 
Thy Arguments as Sophiltcies, 
Tell her, this is Love's New Philoſophy, 
Which none can. underſtand, but ſuch as try. 


CC 
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The Vanity of Unwarrantable Notions, 


Done out of Portugneze, from Lewis d» C amgens. 


RU TH, Reaſon, Love, and Merit may endure 
Some Shocks, to make us think our ſelves ſecure : 

But Fortune, Time, and Deſtiny, do ſty 

Diſpoſe all Humane Matters at their Will, 


What various ſtrange Effects perplex the Miad, 
For which we can no certain Canles hind ? 

Ve know we live, but what ſucceeds our End, 
lan's Underſtanding cannot comprehend, 


'et Doctors will their Notions juſtify, 

ad youch for Truths what no Man e*er could try ; 
oubt Real Things, as if no ſuch had been, 

nd Things believe which never yet were ſeen. 


Theſe Men are proud to have their Madneſs known ; 
Believe in Cbri/f, and let the reſt alone. 
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To the NIGHTINGALE. 


Why, Little Charmer of the Air, 
Doft thou in Muſick ſpend the Morn ? 
Whilſt I thus langiaſh in Deſpair, 
Oppreſt by Cynthia's Hate and Scorn : 
Why doſt thou ſing, and bear me cry ; 
Tell, wanton Songſter, tell me why ? 


I, 


IL T thou not ceaſe at my Deſire ? 
© Will thoſe ſmall Organs never tire ? 

Nature did theſe cloſe Shades prepare, 
Not for thy Muſick, but my Care : 
Then why wilt thou perſiſt co ſing, 
Thou Beautiful Malitious Thing ? 
When Kind Aurora firſt appears, 
She weeps, in pity tomy Tcars; 
If thus thou think'ſt to give Relief, 
Thou never knew'ſt a Lover's Grief. 


Then, Little Charmer, Cc. 
That doſt in Muſick, &c. 


\ II, 


Thou Feather'd Atome, where in thee, 
Can be compris'd ſuch Harmony ? 

In whoſe ſmall Fabrick muſt remain, 
What Compoſition does contains 
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All Griefs but mine are at a ſtand, 
When thy ſurpriſing Tunes command ? 
How can ſo ſmall a Tongue and Throat 
Expreſs ſo loud, and ſweet a Note? 
Thou haſt more various Poiats at V Vill, 
Than Orphew bad with all his Skill, 


Then, Little Charmer, Cc. 
That deſt in Muſick,, &c. 


HI...” 


Great tothe Ear, tho Small to Sight, 

The Happy Lovers dear Delight, 

Fly to the Bow'r where {uch are jade, 

And there beſtow thy Serenade. 

Haſte from my Sorrow, haite away 

Alas, there's Danger in thy Stay, 

Leſt ticaring me ſo oft complain, 

Should make thee change thy cheerful Strainy 
Thy Songs cannot my Grief remove, 

Thou harmleſs Syren of the Grove. 


Then ceaſe, thou Charmer of the Air, 
No more in Muſich_ ſpend the Morn, 
With me that langaiſh in Deſpair, 
Oppreſt by Cynthia's Hate and Scorn ;, 
And do not this Poor Boon deny, 
I atk, but Silence whilſt 1 dye. 
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APOLLO and DAPHNE. 


Anting for Breath, towards her Paregt Brook, 
Like the tyr'd Deer before an eager Chaſe, 
Fair Daphne ran, nor durlt behind her look : 
With winged Fect, and with a blub'red Face, 


The Beardleſs Ged, who taken with her Charms, 
Had long purſu'd, by his hot Paſſion led, 

Straight ſaw her ſtop, and upward ſtretch her Arms 
On Pene«s Banks, where ſhe tor Aid had fied. 


He ſaw her Nimble Feet take Root and grow, 
And a rough Bark her Tender Limbs encloſe 
Her Hairs, which once like Curls of Gold did ſhow, 
Chang'd G: cen, and in a Shade of Boughs aroſe, 
s 
To the reſiſtleſs Tree, He Courtſhip makes, 
. And w ca vain Kiſles his Fond Love deceives ; 
Then of lc Bays by forcea Chaplet takes: 
So ſtcad of Fruit, He only gathers Leaves. 
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A Seitina, 


Ih Imitation of Sig. Fra, Petrarca. 


I, 


O manyCreatures live not in the Sea, 

|) Nor e*er above the Circle of the Moon, 

id Man behold ſo many Stars at Night, 

or little Birds do fhelter in-the Woods, 

or Herbs, nor Flow'rs c'er beautify*d the Fields; 
anxious Thoughts my Heart feels ev'ry Day. 


Il, 


, wiſhing Death, pray each may be the Day, 
ind ſeek in vain for Quiet in the Fields, 

ly Griefs ſucceed like Waves upon the Sea ; 

h Torments ſure, no Min beneath the Moon 
er felt as 1; 'Tis known amonglt the Woods, 
here to complain | oft retire at Night, 


Il. 


never could enjoy a quiet Night, 

nd do in Pain and Sorrow ſpend the Day, 

nce Angry (ynthia drove me to the Woods z 
et e'er | quit my Love Pll-weepa Sea : 

Sun his Light ſhall borrow of the Moon, 

nd May with Flowers rcfuſe todeck the Fields. 


F 4 Reſtleſs 
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IV. 


Reſtleſs I wander up and down the Fields, 

And ſcarce can clole my Eyes to ſleep at Night : 

So that my Life*s unſtable'as the Moon, 

The Air 1 fill with Sighs both Night and Day 

My Show'rs of Tears ſcem to augment the Sea, 
Make thEHerbs green, and to retreſh the V Voods. 


V. 


. Thating Cities, ramble in the V Voods, 

And thence l ſhift to ſolitary Fields, 

I rove and imitate the troubled Sca, 

. And hope moſt Quiet inthe ſilent Night. 

Sq that I wiſh at the Approach of Day, 

The Sun would tet, and give his place to th* Moon. 
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Oh, that like him who long had lov'd the Moon, 
' T could in Drcams be happy in the V Voods , 
Pd wiſh an Egad to (hi. moſt Glorious Day , 
_ Then ſhould I meet my {ynrhis in the Fields, 
Court her, andentertain her all the Night; | 
The Day ſhon!d {top, and Sol dwell] in the Sea. 
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But Day nor Nigit, Sea, Moon, nor Wood, nor Fiel 
Now Cynchia frowns, can Faſe or Pleaſure yield, 
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A Sonnet of Sig. Franceſco Petrarca, 
\ ; 


Giving an Account of the Time, 
When be fell in Love with 
Madonna Laura. 


ILL ſpurs me on, Love wounds me with his Dart. 
Pleaſure does draw me, Cultom pulls me too, 

Hope flatters, that I ſhould my Ends purſue, 

nd lends her Right Hand to my Fainting Heart, 


ſy wretched Heart accepts, nor yet eſpyes 
The Weatn-(s of my blind diſloyal Guide, 
My Paſſions rule, long ftince my Reaſon dyde, 
\nd from one fond Deſire, till others riſe. 


'ertue and Wealth, Beauty and Graceful Meen, 
Sweet Words, and Perſon fair as cer was ſeen, 


Were the Allurements drew me to her Net : 


Hel Twas Thirteen hundred twenty ſev'n, the Year, 
bril the fixth, this Nymph did ficſt appear, 


And ty'd me fo, I ne'er ſhall Freedom get. 
# 
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A Sonnet, of Petrarc, 


Sbewing how long be had lov'd 
Madonna Laura. 


Leaſure in Thought, in Weeping Eaſe | find ; 
— Tcatch at Shadows, graſp Air with my Hand ; 
On Seas 1 float arc bounded with no Land 

Plow Water, ſow on Rocks, and reap the Wind. 


The Sun I gaz'd ſo-long at, 1 became 
Struck with its Dazling Rays, and loſtmy Eng 

I chaſe a Nimble Doe that always flycs, 
4 And hunt with a Dull Creature, Weak and Lame. 


Heartleſs I live to all things but my 1!!, 
Which I'm follicitous to follow ſtill ; 
And only call on Lawa, Lovy7and Death, 


Thus Twenty Years foe ſpent in Miſery, 
- Whilſt only Sighs, and Tears, and Sobs | buy, 
Under ſuck hard Stars firſt I drew my Breath. 
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, A Sonner, of Petrarc, 


Going to viſit M. Lanra, remembers 
ſhe is lately dead. 


H Eyes! Our Sun's extinct, and at an End, 
Or rather glority'd in. Heav*n does ſhine; 
here ſhall we ſee her, there does ſhe attend, 

nd at our long Delay percbance repine, 


las, my Ears, the Voice you lov'd to hear, 

Is now rais'd up to the Celeſtial Choire; 
nd yu, my Feet, ſhe's gone that us'd to ſtear 
' Your Courſe, where youtill Deathcan ne'er aſpire. 


nnot my Soul nor Body yet be free ? 

"Twas not my Fauls, you this Occaſion loſt ; 

That Secing, Hearing, Finding her y'are crolt.: - 
lame Death, or rather bleſt be ever He, 


Who binds and loaſes, makes and can deſtroy, 
And when Life's done crowns with Eternal Joy. 


: A Sonnet. 
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j i | | A Sonnet. 
7 Perrarc laments for the Death of M. Laura, 


H1S Nightingale that does ſo much complain, 


Robb'd of her tender Young, or deareſt M 
And to the Fields and Heay*as her Tale relate, 
In ſuch ſad Notes, but yet Harmonious Strain : 


Perhaps this Station kindly does retain 


To join her Griefs with my unhappy State ; 
*Twas my Aſſurance did my Woe create : 
Tthovght Death could not have a Goddeſs ſlain 


How ſoon deceiv*'d are thoſe, who leaſt miſtruſt ! 
I ne'er could think that Face ſhould turn ta Duſt 
| | | Which, than all Humane Beauties ſeem'd more purey © 


Il j But now [I fin that my malicious Fate, 


Will, to my Sorrow, have me learn too late : 
l Nothing that pleaſes here, can long endure, 


A Sonn 
| 
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A Sonnet, 


Petrarc oz Laura's Death. 


(tleſpiſe, 
OLD, Treacherous Thoughts, that dare my Rule 


Is't not enough ?gainſt me in War are join'd 
Love, Fortune, and Grim Death, but I muſt find 
Vithin me ſuch Domeſtick Enemies ? 
ad thou my Heart, that doſt my Peace oppoſe, 
Diſloyal thou wilt give my Soul no Reſt, 

But hard*cing ſtill theſe Thoughts within my Breſt, 
(cep'!t Correſpondence with my Deadly Foes ; 


o thee Love all his Meſſages conveys, 
ortune my now departed Pomp diſplays, 
+ Death in my Mind does all my Griefs expreſs ; 


That my Remains fall by Necellity, 
My Thoughts with Errors arm themſelves ia thee: 
Thou art the Cauſe of my Unhappinels, 


CON- 
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CONSTANCY. 


Lace me where So dryevvp the Flow'ry Fields, 
Or where he to the Froſty Winter yields: 

Place me where he does mod'rate Heat diſpenſe, 

And where his Beams have a kind Influence : 


Py 


Place me in humble State, or place me high, 
FT In a dark Clime, or a ferener Sky ; 
1':| Place me where Days or Nights are ſhort or long, 
| In Age mature, or be it Old or Young : 

: 

| 

: 

| 


Place me in Heav*n, on Earth, or in the Main, 
On a high Hill, low Vale, or level Plain : 

/ Let me have vigorous Parts, or Dulneſs have ; 
Place me in Liberty, or as a Slave: 


» 


' Give me aBlack, or an Iltuſtrious Fame : 
| As I have liv'd, I'll ever live the fame; 

| | Where I at firſt did fix my Conſtant Love, 
[ Nothing from Cynthia can it e'er remove, 


_ — 
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To bus V TOL. 


Tun'd my Viol, and have often ſtrove, 
In MARS's Praiſe to raiſe his humble Verſe, 


And it Heroick Strain his Deeds reherſc, 
t all my Abcents [till reſound of Love. 
Foreign Countries, or on Exglsſh Ground, 
Love for my Theme does dittate Cynthia's Charms, 


Nor will be let me ling of other Arms, 
thoſe with which he Lovers Hearts does wound, 


his Viol then unfit for rougher Notes, 

My Muſe ſhall tune to its accuſtom'd Way 
So (hall it my Harmonious Points obey , 

or it to Cynthia all its Tunes devotes. 


len to my Soft and Sweeteſt Stroakes | keep, 
Whilſt angry Afars his Fury may lay by, 
He liſtning to my Song will quiet Iy, 

din his Cytherea's Boſome (leep. 


< 


HOPE, 
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Crs. 


HOPE. 
, Out of Iralian from Fra. Abbati, 


Rieve no more, Mortals, dry your Eyes, 


And learn this Truth of me, 
Fate rowls, and round about us flyes, 


But for its Il]s carries a Remedy, 
The Leaveleſs Boughs on all thoſe Stocks, 
With Green ſhall beautifie their Locks; 
| And ſtraight 
Such Store ** various Fruits ſhall yield, 


That thei: :ough Backs ſhall eruckle with the weig| 
For in a little ſpace 


Winter ſhall give to Spring its Place, 
And with Freſh Robes, Hopes Emblem, cloath the 


(Fielc 
CHORUS. 


He bas no Faith who ſuhs and whines, 
And at hs preſent Ill repines : 
For we ſhould ſtrwve 
'G am#t all Afuttions to apply 
Thu Unrverſal Remedy, 
To hope and live. 


II. 
Hope does our Future Joys anticipate, 
It eaſes all our Pains ; 


For in the preſent 1!] that raigns, , 
Endurance only triumphs over Fate, 
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Yourg Colts fierce and untaught, 

ln time ſubm:r, 
For they to yicld are brought, 
Their Backs to Burdelis, and their Mouths fo th' Bit : 
With Patience alſo will the Country Swain 

His Conqueſt gain , 

And make the ſtubhurn Heifer bow 
ts Neck to th? Yoke, and labour at the Plow. 


CHO RV = 


Then he wants Fauh who ſighs and ghiner, 
And at his preſent 1lt repines : 
For Man ſhould ftrvve 
'G aint all Afuttions to apply 
Thu Unruverjal Remedy, 
To hope and live. 


ItI. 


tus ſang aSmiling Courtier t' other Day, 
Under the Covert of a Spreading Tree, 
nd to his Song upon his Lute did play, 

By whom an Aſs you might attentive ſe. 


The Aſs in Scorn drew nearer hun and bray'd, 
And arguing thus, methought, in Anſwer ſayd: 


If rhis Green Graſs 0n which 1 fed but now, 
Fo be of Hope the Symbol you allow , 

nd if the Aſſes proper Meat be Grals , 
* Sure He that lives on Hope, feeds like an Aſs. 


G Find- 
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V HY, Idol of my Heart, theſe mournful Crye 


"To poyſon all the ſweeteſt Charms of Love. 
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Findmg Cynthia im Pam, and crying. 


A Sonnet. 


And ſo much Grief on thoſe fair Cheeks appcz:! 
From whence proceed thoſe envious Showres of 
Dark*ning the Luſtre of thy Beautious Eyes ? (tea 


How darcs bold Sorrow labour to remove, 
So many Graces from their proper Place ? 
Ah, Cynthia / Pain endeavours, in thy Face, 


Senſe of thy Grief, my Soul with Anguiſh fills, 
Which out of Pity into Tears diſtills, 
And for thy Eaſe would fain endure thy Woe ; 


But this Affliction, ſure thy Heart ſuſtains, 
That; Cruel Thou, beipg ſenſible of Pains, 
May'ſt, to thy Conſtant Martyr, Pity ſhow. 


' 
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Cynthia ſleeping m a Garden. 
A Sonnet. 


E AR a cool Fountain, on a Roſo-bed lay 
| My Cynthia, ſleeping in the open Air 
Whom Sol eſpy'd, and ſeeing her fo Fair, 

az'd, till his wanton Courſers loſt their Way, 


he proudeſt Flowers were not aſham'd to find, 

Their Scent, and Colour rivall'd in her Face , 

Her bright curl'd Hairs were toſs'd from Place to 
Neck and Boſom by the Amorous Wind, (Place, 
xr Smiles were animated by her Breath, 

Vhich Mill as ſoon as born receiv'd their Death; 

Being Mortal made in Pity to Mens Hearts : 


r Lovers then did lye and take their Reſt, 
or the Blind Boy who does our Peace mcleſt, 
Had in her ſleeping Eyes hid all his Darts, 


G 2 Leſ- 
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Lesbia's Complaint againſt T hyrſis his 
INCONSTANCT. 


A Sonnet. 


Lov'd thee, Faithlcſs Man, and love thee ſtill, * 


Thou Fatal Objeft of my Fond Deſires, 
And that which nouriſhes theſe Amorous Fires, 
Is Hope, by which | love againſt my Will, 


Great waf the Paſiion thou didil late expreſs, 
Yet ſcorn'lt me now, whom long tliou didſt adore, 
Sporting with others, her thou mind*ſt no more , 

Whom thou haſt call'd thy Heav'n and Happineſs, 


Think not by this, thy Lesb44 thee invites, 
To ſpend thy Years in Dalliance, and Delights, 
"Tis but to keep her Faith in Memory 


But 4t to grieve my Soul thou only ſtrive, 
To thy Repreach, and to my Boalt I]! live, 
A Monument of thy INCONSTANCY. 
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0n Lydia diſtrafted. 
A Sonnet. | 


Ve WW Hairs, which for the Wind to play with,hung, 

With her torn Garments, and with naked Feet, 
Fair Lyaia dancing went from Street to Street, 
ioging with pleaſant Voice her. fooliſh Song, 


n her ſhe drew all Eyes in ev'ry Place, 

And them to Pity by her Pranks did move, 
Which turn'd with gazing longer into Love, 
y the rare Beauty of her charming Face, 


all her Frenzyes, and her Mimickries, 
Vhile ſhe did Natures richeſt Gifts deſpiſe, 
There aQtive Love did ſubtly play his part. 


er antick Poſtures made her look more gay, 
er Ragged Cloaths her Treaſuces did diſplay, 
And with each Motion ſhe inſnar'd a Heart. 


G 3 The 
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The Four Seaſons. 
SPRING. 


vW HEN Winter's paſt, then ev'ry Field and Hill, 
The SPRING with Flowers does fill, 
Soft Winds do cleanſe the Air, 
Repel the Fogs, and make the V Veather fair ; 
Cold Frofts are gone away, 
The Rivers ace at Liberty, 
And their jult Tribute pay, 
Of liquid Pearls, and Cryſtal to the Sea ; 
_ To whom cach Brook, and Fountain runs, 
The ſtable Mother of thoſe ſtragling Sons. 


CHORUS. 


But then, 
In a ſtort ſpace, 
WINTER returns ajen , 
' E're Sol has run his annual R ace ;, 
But, Ab ! When Death's keen Arrow fiyes, 
And bits Poor M AN, | 
Do what be can, 
He ayes ; 
Return to Duſt, a Shadow , and a I othing lyes. 
SUA 
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SUMMER, 


—_— Flow'ry May is paſt, The Sprong is 0're, 
Then our cool Breezes end ; 
For «/£0'ws does ſend, 
is ſoultry Blaſts from off the Southern Shore ; 
The Sun bows down his Head, 
And darts on vs his fiery Rays, 

Plants droop, and ſeem as dead, 
Moſt Creatures ſeck for Shade their diff rent ways ; 
All things as if for Moiſture cry, 
ren Rivers with the common Thirſt grow dry. 


& 


CHORUS. 


But then, 
In a ſhort ſpace, 
The SPRING returns agen, 

E're Sol bas run bu Annual Race: 
But, Ah! When Deaths keen Arrow fiyes, 
And bits Powr HM AN, 

Do what be can, 


He dyes ; 
Return: to Duſt , a Shadow, arid a Nothing (yes. 
G4 4 U- 
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AUTUMN, 


W'* Summer's done, green Trees begin to yield; 
Their Leaves with Age Cecay, 
They're [tript of their Array. 


Scarce can the Rains revive tic Ruſler Field ; 


The Flowers ran up to Seed , 
Orchards with Choice of Fruit abound, 
Which Sight and Talte do feed : 
The grateful Bonghs even kiſs their Parent;Ground : 
The Elm's kind Wife, the tender Vine, 
1 | Is pregnant with ker H-avenly Burden, Wine, 


CHORT 4, / 


But then, 
In a ſhort Space, 
 SMAMER returns aten, 
E're Sol has run his Annual . Race : 
Rut, Ah! When Death's keen Arrow flics, 
And bits: Poor 1 AN, 
| Do what he can, 
He ayes; 


Returns to Dujt, a >nadow, and a Nothing lyer. 
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WINTER. 


HcnAutumn's paſt, har p Faltcrn Winds do bl: 
Thick Clouds obſcure the Day, 
Froſt makes the Currents itay, 
he Aged Mountains Hoary are with Snow, 
Altho the Winter rage; 
The wronget! Trees Revenge conſpire, 
Its Fury they aſlwzge ; 
Alive they ſerve for Fence, when dead for Fice 1 
All Creatures from its Out-rage fly, 
noſe which want Shelter or Relick mult dye, 


CHORUS, 


But then, 
In 'a ſhore Space , 
AUTUMN returns azven, 

E're Sol has run bis Annual Race : 
But, Ab! When Death's keen Arrow fiyes , 
eAnd bits Roor e MH AN, 

Do what he can, 

He dye; 

Retwrni to Duſt, a Shadow , and a Nothing lyes, 
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A Sonnet. 
Tranilated out of Htaltan. 


Written by Sig. Fra. Gorgi:, who was born 4s 
they were carrying his Mother to her Grave. 


Nhappy I came from ry Mother's Womb, 
. As She, Oh Bleſſed She! who gave me Breath, 
Having receiv'd the Fatal Stroak of Death, 
By weeping Friends was carryed to her Tomb, 


The Sorrow Icxpreſt, and grievous Cries, 
Love's Tribute were, for ker to Heav'n way gone, 
My Coffin, and my Ciadle, borly were one, 

And at her Sun-fet, mine began to riſe, 


Wretch, how 1 quaketo think on that ſad Day ! 
Which both for Life and Death at once made way , 
Being gave the Son , and Mother turn'd to Earth. 


Alas, I dye ! Not that Life haſts ſo faſt, 
But that to me cach Minute ſcems the laſt, 
For 1, in Death's cold Arms, receiv'd my Birth. 


Ki | The 
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The Scholar of his own Pupil. 
The Third Jayll;um of Bion Engliſhed, 
| Beginning, 'A prxaae pi Kimgrs — 


Dreamt, by me I ſaw Fair Yenw ſtand, 
Holding Young Capid in ber Lovely Hand, 
faid, Kind Shepherd, 1 a Scholar bring, 

; Little Son/to learn of you $0 ling. 


hen went away; and 1 to gain her Praiſe, 
Id fain have taught him all my Rural Lays, 
w Pan found out the Pipe, Pallas the Flute, 


bebus the Harp, and Mercary the Lote, 


heſe were my Subjects, which he ſtill would Night, 
nd fill my Ears with Love-Songs, Day and Night ; 
Mortals, and of Gods, what Tricks they us'd, 

d how his Mother Yenw them abuv'd. 


Sol forgot my Pupil to improve, 
And learn'd of him, by Songs, the Art of Love. 


An 
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An EPITAPH, 
On a Fooliſh Boaſter. 


H E RE toits priſtine Duſt again is hurl'd, 
Of an Iaconſtant Soul, the little World ; 

He liy'd, as if to ſome great things deſign'd, 

With ſubſtance ſmall, boaſting a Princely Mind. 


IC Body crooked, and diſtorted Face, 


6! *155-r5 that did much his form diſgrace, 
In * paſht him beyond his Art, 
Was 1; '} face ayain, but wanted heart. 


Ee 


In his whole courſe of Life, ſo ſwell'd with Pride, 
That fail'd in all's Intciegues, for grief he dy'd. 
Thus with ambitions Wings we ſtrive to ſoar, 
Flutter a while, fall, and are cen no more. 
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The Danger of the Sea. 


From the Thirteenth Book of the Macaro- 


nics of Merlinus Cocalius. 

Beginning, Jnfidum arridet ſepe imprudentibus «A£quor. 

HE treacherous Scas urwary Men betray, 
Diſſembling Calms, but Storms in ambuſh lay ; 

Such who in bounds of ſafety cannot keep, 

Flock here to ſee the Wonders of the Deep: 


They hope they may ſome of the Sea Gods ſpy, ' 
With all their Train of Nymphe, and Tritons by : 
But when their Eyes loſe the retiring Shore, "2 
Joyn Heaven with Scas, and fee the Land no more: 


Then wretched they, with Brains are ſwimming round, 
Their undigeſted Meats, and Choler drown : 

Nor yet their boiling Stomachs can reſtrain, 

Till they the Waters all pollute , and Iain, 


When e/£0/u5 inrag'd that Humane Race, 
Should his old Friend che Ocean, thus diſgrace, 
To puniſh it, he from theic hollow Caves, 


With ruſhing noiſe, lets looſe the Winds his - ogg 
to 


— 
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Who up tow'rds Heav'n ſuch mighty Billows throw, 
You'd think you faw from thence Hell's Vaults below, 
Fools ! To whom Wrecks have of no Caution been, 
By other Storms you might have this forefecn ; 


LSE 


&— 
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E'er your bold Sailers lanch'd into the Main, 
Then y* had nc'er ſtrove to reach the Shore 1n 
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An Expoſtulation with Love. 


H Y Lawsare moſt ſeyere, Oh Winged Boy * 
For us to love, and not cnjoy : 
What Reaſon is't we ſhould this Painabide ? 
If love we muſt, you might provide, 
Either that our AﬀeCtions we reſtrain, 
From her we're ſure tolove in vain : 


Or aſter our Deſires ſo Guide our Feet, 
That where we love, we may an cqual Paſſion meet. 


—  _— 
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On the Art of Writing. 


URE 'twas ſoine God, in kindneſs firſt to Men, 
Taught us the Curious Act to uſe the Pen, 
Tis ſtrange the ſpeaking Quill ſhould, without Noiſe, 
xpreſs the various Tones of Humane Voice; 
ot 
loudeſt Accents we no Sound retain, 
'oice to its Native Air reſolves again z 
et tho as Wind Words ſeem to paſs away ; 
yPen we can their very Echoes ſtay. 


Vhen we from other Converſe are config'd, 

his can reveal the Secrets of the Mind : 

| Authors maſt toir their Praiſes own, | 

or *twas the Pen that made their Labours known. 


ood Acts with bad Tradition would confound, 
ut whzt we writ is Kept intire and ſound : 


wy 


'bis Ingenious Art Fame loudly ſings , 
ch gives us laſting Words, and laſting Things. 


The 
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The MORN. 


wv HEN Light begins the Eaſtern Heav'a to grac 
And the Nights Torches to the Sun give, pla 
Diana leaves her Shepherd to his Slcep, 

Griey'd that her Horns cannot their Luſtre keep. 


The Boughs on which the wanton Birds do throng, 
Dance to the Muſick of their Chirping Song, 
Whilſt they rcjoyce the Duskey Clouds are fied, 
And Bright Aurozarilcs from her Bed. 


Then Fools and Flatterers to Courts reſort, 
Lovers of Game, up and purſue their Sport, 


With laſt Nights Sleep refreſh'd , the Lab'ring Swain 
Cheerfully ſettles to his Work again. id 


Pleas'd Hobb unfolds his Flocks, and whilſt they feed, 
Sits, and makes Muſick on his Oaten Reed ; 
Then 1 wake too, and viewing, Lesb1a's Charms, 
Do glut my ſelf with Pleaſure in her Arms. 


| 
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To his Ingenious Friend Mr. N. Tate. 


as H R O” various paths, for Pleaſures have I ſought, 


Which ſhort Content,and laſting Trouble brovghe ; 
Theſe are the Clouds obſcure my Reaſons Light, 
nd charge with Grief, when I expect Delight. 


plac 


» Dhight of all Letts, thou Honours Hill doſt climb, 
Scorning to ſpend in Empty Joys thy Time 
Thou in the foremoſt Liſt of Fame doſt ſtrive, 
Vhoſe preſent Virtues, Future Glory's give, 


Vith Myrtle 1, with Bays, thou crown'ſt thy Head, 
bine ſtill is verdant, but my Wreath is dead : 
a1? Mt Trees I plant, and nurſe with ſo much Care, 
re barren; thine the Glory of the Year. 


ev, Yonly tune my Pipe to Cynthia's Fame, 

Vith Verſe confin'd, but conſtant as my Flame z 
a thouſand Streams thy plenteous Numbers fall, 
Thy Muſe attempts all Strains, excels inall, 


IS! Leſs + z 
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Leſs Security at Sea than on Shore. 
An laytium of Molchus Exgliſhed. 


Beginning Tay aaa mu yAauygy — 


\ HEN Seas ace calm, tolt by no angry Wiad, 
What roving Thoughts per plex my caſy Mind 
My Muſe no more delights me, | would fain 


_ Enjoy the tempting Pleaſures of the Main : 


But when I fee the bluſt'ring Storms ariſe, 
Heaving up Waves, like Mountains, to the Skies; 
The Scas 1 dread, and all my Fancy bend 
To the firm Land, my 1d andCcrtain Friend. 

k 
1 plcalant Groves | there can Shelter take; 
*Mongſt the Tall Pines the Winds but Muſick make: 
- The Fiſher's Boat's his Houle, on Scas he ſtrives 


To clicat poor Fiſh, but ſill in danger lives, 


Sweetly docs geitle Slcep my Eyes invade, 

While free [rom Fear, under the Plane-trees Shade 
L lye, and there the Neighb'ring Fountains hear, 
Whoſe Purling Nolte with Pleature Charms the Ear, 
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A Sonnet. 
PLATONIC LOFE. 


HAST Cynthia bids me love, but hope no more, 
Ne'er wiſh Enjoyment, which 1 [till have ſtrove 
T* obey, and ev'ry looſer Thought reprove z 

Vithout deſiring her, I her adore, 


Vhat Humane Paſſion docs with Tears implore, 
The Intellet Enjoys, whea 'tis in Love 
With the Eternal Soul, which here does move 

Mortal Cloſet, where tis kept in Store. 


ur Souls are 12 one mutual Knot combin'd , 
ot Common Paſtion, Dull and Unrefin'd ; 
Our Flame aſcends, That ſmothers here below : 


ne Body made of Earth, turns to the ſame, 
Ld 

$ Soul © Eternity, from whence it came z» - 

My Love's Immortal then, and Miſtreſs too; 


H 2 Tranſla- 
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_ Dryas by thee begins to trick and dreſs; 


— 


Tranſlated trom Jovranns Pontanns. 


Praiſes the Fountain Caſs. 


ASIS xicre Nymphs, and «lice the Gods refort, + 
Thou art a Friend to all their am'rous Sport 3 
Ofcen docs Pan from his Lycew run, | 
In thy cool Shades to *Icape the Mid-days Sun 


With Mulick he thy neighb'cing Hills does fill, 
On his ſweet Syrinx, when he ſhews his Skill ; 
To which the Va:des Hand in Hand advance, 
And in juſt Meaſures tread their Graceful Dance : 


By thee the Goats delight, and browſing ſtray, 
Whilſt on the Rocks the Kids do skip andPlay ; - 
Hither Dana, chaling Deer, does hye, 

For onthy Banks her Game will chuſe todye, 


Here tir'd and hot, ſhe ſits and takes the Air, 
Here bathes her Limbs, and combs and dryes her Hai 
The Muſes in their Songs thy Praiſe expreſs; 
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Ofc to thy Streams Calkope retires, 
And all the Beavties of thy Spring admires; 
In whoſe cloſe Walks, while ſhe from Heat does keep, 


To Cynthia gone into the Countrey. 


HO” the lete Parting was our Joynt Deſire, 
[t 6id with diffrent Paſſions us inſpire ; 

Thou wert o'erjcy*'d, oppref: with Sorrow I; 

Thy Thoughts did faſter than thy Foot-lteps fly ; 


But tho I ſtrove and labour'd to depart, 
pight of my Feet, I follow'd with my Heart; 
incethus I griev'd my Lols, it was unkind 

ot once to ſigh for what thou lefr'ſt bebiad. 


H 3 So- 
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Tranſlated trom Jovianus Pontanus. 
Praiſes the Fountain Caſts. 


ASIS xhcre Nymphs, and «kere the Gods refor 
Thou arr a Friend to all their am*rous Sport 3 
Ofcen docs Pan from his Lyceu run, 
ln thy cool Shades to '(cape the Mid-days Sun 


With Multck he thy neighb*cing Hills does fill, 
On his ſweet Syrmnx, when he ſhows his Skill ; 
To which the Vardes Hand in Hand advance, 
And in juſt Meaſures tread their Graceful Dance : 


By thee the Goats delight, and browſing ſtray, 
Whilſt on the Rocks the Kids do skip and play ; 
Hither Dsana, chaſing Deer, does hye, 

For on thy Banks her Game will chuſe to dye, 


Here tir'd and hot, ſhe fits and takes the Air , 

Here bathes her Limbs, and combs and dryes her Ha 
The Muſes in their Songs thy Praiſe expreſs; 

Dyyas by thee begins to tzick and dreſs : 


O—— — 
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Ofr. to thy Streams Calkope retires, 

And all the Beauties of thy Spring admires; 

In whoſe cloſe Walks, while ſhe from Heat does keep, 
zarm'd with thy murm*cing Noiſe, ſhe falls aſleep, 


To Cynthia gone into the Countrey. 


HO” the late Parting was our Joynt Deſire, 
[t did with diff rent Paſſions us inſpire ; 
nou wert o'erjcy*'d, oppreft with Sorrow I, 


by Thoughts did faſter than thy Foot- ſteps fly ; 


at tho I Nrove and labour'd to depart, 
zght of my Feet, I follow'd with my Heart; 
ice thus I griev'd my Los, it was unkind 

ot once to figh for what thowlefr'ſt bebiad. 


H 3; Jo- 
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Soneto Eſpanol de Don Felipe Ayres. 


"En alabanza ae ſu Ingeniofo Amigo, Don Pear 
Reggio, wno de los mayores Muſicos 


de fu tiempo. 
I el Thebano Sabio, en dulce Canto 
| De ſu Tierra los Hechos eſerivia, 


Y en elegantes Verſos los dezia, 

Que viven y con embidia, con eſpanto ; 

Tu Reggio, ya con joverano encanto, ; 
Del Pindaro Ingles, con Armonia, 
Aff ev; DY ame es la dt ice Aelo 44, 


Que la adm ation juſpenae ed ants. 


. ' 
No es mucho pies, que venges lo mas ſuerte, 


F* _ ”y) 
(Si va tu vox merece eterna 1 alma) 


TY tu Inſtrumento al miſmo Apolo aſſombre, 


Pres Logras aos Viltorias en tu ſuerte, 
Una ae la Armonis para L'alma: 


Otra del I:jt: umento para & Nombre. 


A Sonncr. 


0 CYNTHIA ſick. 
(Plain 


EULP! Help! Ye Nymphs, whilſt on the gfighb'ciog 


Your Flocks co feed, Come and Aſſiſtance bring, 
Alas! Fair Cynthia's ſick 2nd languiſhing, a 


forwhom my Heart.cndures a greater Pain. 


Ye Syrens of the Thames, 1ct all your Train 

Tune their ſhcill Inſtruments, and to them ſing, 
And let its Flow'ry Banks with Fcho's ring, 

his may her wonted cheerfu! Looks regain, 


te Herbs, that richeſt M:d'cines can produce, 
ome quickly and afford ſuch Sov'reipn Juice, 
As from her Heart may all the Pains, removes 


£3 


tt in her Face if D:ath would Palcn 
d Fate ordain that ſhe in Torment 11» 
j Thea let her ſuffer in the Flames of Lo; 


H 4 
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The TURTLE DOVES. 


From Jouianus Pontanus. 


E Happy Pair of T urtle Doves, 
Renewing ſtill your forme: Loves, 
Wao on one Bov 3, both ling one Sorg, 


= - 
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Have but one Care, one Heart, one T ongue 


— I ET” 


Whilſt our Loves varying as our Fate, 


yp 


Can ſcarce ſometimes be known from Hate ; 
You to your firſt Amours are true, 
Would we could Pattern take by you, 


What Force of Love amongſt us, tell, 
Such Oppoſition can compel ? 

If from ſome powerful Fire it Spring, 
Whence all this Cold and Shivering ? 


From Cold it Love's trange Force atile, 
How are our Hearts his Sacrifice ? 

This Myſ'ry 1 can ne'er unfold, 

Why Love is ruPd by Heat and C214, 


You might the Scruple belt remove 
That are the Emblem of TRUE-LOVE, 
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in Eſſay toivards a Character of His Sacred 
Majeſty King J AMES, the II. 


[ Paint the Prince the World would furely.crave, 
Could they the Summ of all their Wiſhes have ; 
Pattern of Goodneſs Him on Earth we ce, 

Who knows He bears the Stamp of Deity ; 

He's made, by Nature, fit for Sword or Gown, 

and with undoubted Right enjoys his Crown ; 

As Gold by Fire, He's try'd by Suffering, 

Preſerv'd by Miracles to be a King ; 

Troubles were Foils to make his Glories ſhine, 
Through all condutted by a Hard Divine: 

Malice long ſtrove his Fortunes to defeat, 

tow Earth and Heav'n conſpire to make him Great : 
iz of all Temp'ral Bleſſings is poſſeſt, 

but in a Royal Conſort doubly bleſt: 

tis Mind, as Head, with Pcincely Vectue crown'd, 
To him, no Equal can on Earth be found, 

ts ev'iry Action has peculiar Grace, 

And MAJEST Y appears in Mien and Face. 
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In Suby<Cts Hearts, as on his Throne he raignsg 
Himſelf the Weight of all his Realms ſuſtains ; 
Of ableſt Stateſmen ever ſc:ks Advice, 

And of beſt Councils knows to make his Choice z 
E taugit by long Obcdicnce, tocommand ; 

His own beſt Gen'cal He for Sea, and Land. 
Loves Pcace, whilſt thus for War and Action fit, 
And Arms and Hatc lays down whea Foes ſubmit : 
Not of too opcn, nar tco frugal Mind, 

la all things to the Golden Mean inclin'd ; 

Seems for himſelf not born, but People rather, 
And ſhews by*s Carc, that He's their Common Father; 
Lewdneſs expels both from his Camp, and Court; 
No pe pleaſe, nor Fools can make him Sport ; 


(Diſcouriing, in his Habit plain, 


Grave 1 
And all Exccis endeavours to reſtrain : 
As Fates decree, fo ſtands his Royal Word, 
O'er all his Paſſions governs as their Lord ; 
Nicely does he inſpect cach Fair Pretence , 
Juſtice alike to Friend and Foe diſpenſe 3 
He's the Retreat to which Oppreſt do fly, 
Extending Help to thoſe in Miſery. 


—— 
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racious to Good, to Wicked Men ſevere, 

zpports the Humble, makes the Haughty fear ; 

0 true Deſerts in Mercy unconhin'd, 

is Laws do more Himſelf than others bind, 

: Sea his Naval Power He ſtretches far, 

1 Exrope holds the Scales of Peace and War, 

is Actions laſting Monuments ſhall frame, 

one leave to Future Age ſo ſweet a Name. 

Add ten times more, the Royal Image muſt 

Fall ſhort of FAMES the Great, the Good, the Juſt. 


—_ 


Sleeping Eyes. 


AIR Eyes, ye Mortal Stars below, 
Whoſe Aſpects do portend my || ! 

vat ſleeping cannot chuſe but ſhow 

How wretched me you long+to kill ; 

If thus you can ſuch Pleaſure take, 
What would you, if you were awake ? 
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An Ode of Anacreon Engliſhed. 
Es XEAIAONA. 


' To the SWALLOW. 
Beginning Ev pw gidn Xeadbr 
# 


E AR Bird, thy Tunes and Sportings here, 
Delight us all the Day; 

Who dwell'{t amongſt us half the Year, 
And then, art foic'd away. 


ll, 


Thou canſt not Winter's Fury bear, 
But croſs the Southern Main, 
To warmer eAfrick dolt repair, 
Till Spring return again, 


Il], 


But, Ah! No Force of Storm, or Art, 
Drives Cupid from my Breſt, 
He took Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 
And in it built his Neſt. 


Om 
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IV. 


his Bird there hatches all his Young, 
Where cach by InſtigCt led, 
arns of its Sire his Tricks and a 
V Vith Sacll upon its HeaT, 


V. 


ind e'er theſe Loves have plum'd their VVings, 
They multiply apace, 

or as one plays, or cryes, or ſings, 

It propagates its Race. 


VI. 


ow their Confuſion's grown ſo loud, 
It cannot be expreſt : 
've ſuch Diſturbance with the Crowd, 
They give my Soul no Reſt. 

» 


- 
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Love ſo as to be beloy'd again. 


An layllinm of Moſchus. 


3 4.5 ACC G_—_—_— DC Cer 


I re ee eee OO I eat AR 


Beginning 'Heg [lay Ayws ms yeimuOe ++: 


AN lov'd his Neighbour £che , Echo ſtrove 
To gain a nimble Satyr to her Love; 
This Satyy had on Lyda fxt his Flame, 


- Who on another Swain had done the ſame. 
4 


: 
F 


As Echo Pan, did Satyr Echo hate; 

And Lyda iſcorn'd the Satyr for her Mate : 
Thus Love by Contraricties did burn, | 
And each for Love and Hatred took the turn. 


For as theſe did the other's Flame deſpiſe, 
As little thoſe their Lovers Paſſions priſe : 
Then learn all you who never felt the Pain, 
Tolove, as you may be beloy'd again, 


——_————— - 


——-- 
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All thing's ſhould contribute to the Lover's 
Aſſsſtance. 

An Iayllium of Moſchus Enzliſhed. 

Beginning 'Eapepe mas EC RTUS —— 


t Loving Venus, O Cco'cſtial Ligat!. 
Heſperws, Uſher of the ſable Night, 
t6 paler than the Moon, thou dolt as far 


tanſcend in Brightneſs ev'ry other Star. 


omy Dear Shepherdeſs my Steps befriend, 
Luna's ſtead do thou thy Conduct lend ; 

ith waining Light, not long before the Sun, 
& roſe, and now by this her Courſe has run, 


baſe latriegue tliis Nigltt I undertake, 
Journey | for Common Bus'ncts make : 
Love, and bear within me Cupid's Fire, 

d all things ſhonld to Lovers Aid conſpire, 


C U- 
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CUPID tun'd Plownan. 
An layliam of MOSCHUS. | 
Aawm) bes x, TVSane mn 


NCE for his Pleaſure LOYE would go 
- Without his Quiver, Torch, or Bow ; 
He took with him a Ploughman's Whip, 

And Corn as much as fill'd his Scrip 

Upon his ſhoulders hung the Load, 

And thus equipp'd he went abroad ; 

With Bulls that ofcen Yoaks had worn, 

He piow*'d the Ground, and ſow'd his Corn, 
Then looking up to Heav'n with pride, 
Thus mighty Fove he vilify'd. 

Now ſcorch my Ficld, and ſpoil my Seed, 


Do, and you ſhall repent the deed , 
Europa's Bull Ill make you bow 
Your haughty Neck, and draw my Plow. 


 —— 
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Love's Subtilty. 
An layllium of Moſchus. 
Beginning AngdQ. 1! Things 


Y Piſa's Walls does Old Alphews flow 

To Sea, avd thence to's eArethuſa goc, 

ith Waters beating Preſents as they move, 

ves, Flowers, and Olive-Branches, to his Loyec : 


of the Sacred Duſt the Heroes raiſe, 

en at Olympic Games tliey ltrive for Bays; 
links and dives with Art beneath the Sea, 
to Sicilia does hys Streams convey. 


(till will he his Pacity retain, 

C is his Courſe obſtructed by the Main, 

was Love, whaſe ſubcil Tricks will nc'er be done, 
t taught the Am'rous River thus to run, 


| | Love 
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Love makes the beſt Poets. 
An Idyllium of BION. 


Beginning, To: Moto T "Epwle, F OY Chov=es 


Arts, Torch, or Bow, the Muſes do not fear, 
They love and follow Cupid cy'ry where , 

; And him whoſe Breaſt His Arrows cannot reach , 

They all avoid, refuſing him to teach, 


But if Love's Fire begin to warm a Heart, 
They ſtraight inſpire it with their Sacred Art; 
Let none with ſabtil Logick this deny, 

For 1 too well the Truth can teſtify. 


If Men, or Gods 1 ſtrive to celebrate, 

My Muſick's Diſcord, and my Verſe is flat : 
For Love, orLyci, when my Vein | ſhow, 
My Viol's tun'd, and ſweeteſt Numbers flow. 


F 


_- 
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The Death of ADONIS. 
"Adteriy 1 KuSipn 
Of Theocritns Engliſhied. 


HEN VENUS her «A DONIS fonnd, 
Juſt ſlain, and weltring on the Ground, 
ith Hair diſocder'd, gaſtly Look, 
ind Cheeks their Roſes had forſook ; 
he bad the Cupids fetch with ſpeed, 
je Boay that did this horrid Deed ; 
bey, to revenge Adon# Blood, . 
ls quick as Birds ſearch'd all the Wood, 
id ſtraight the murd*rous Creature fonnd; 
hom they, with Chains, ſecurcly bound z 
nd whilſt his Net one o'er hitn fluog, 
odrag the Captive Boar along ; 
zother follow'd with his Bow, 
ſhing to make him faſter go, 
ho moſt unwillingly obey'd, 
rhe of VENUS was afraid. 
No ſooner ſhe the Boar eſpy'd, 
Oh ! Thou cruel Beaſt, ſhe cry'd, 
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That hadſt the Heart to wound this Thigh, 
How couldſt thou kill fo ſweet a Boy ? 

* Great Goddeſs (ſaid the Boar, and ſtood 
Tcembling) 1 fwear by all that's Good, 
By thy Fair Self, by Him I ve ſlain, 
Theſe pretty Hunters, and this Chaio 
I did no Harm this Youth intend, 
Much leſs had Thought to kill your Friend : 
I gaz'd, and with my Paſſion ſtrove, 
For with his Charms 1 fel in Love : 
At laſt that naked Thigh of his, 
With Lovers Heat I ran to kiſs ; 
Oh Fatal Cauſe of all my Woe! 
"T was then I gave the heedlefs Blow. 
Theſe Tusks with utmoſt Rigour draw, 
Cut, break, or tear them from my Jaw, 
'Tis juſt 1 ſhould theſe Teeth remove, 
Teeth that can have a Senſe of Love ; 
Or this Revenge, if yet too ſmall, 
Ont off the Kiſſing Lips and all. 

When Yenxs heard this humble Tale, 

Pitty did o'er her Rage prevail, 
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bad them ſtraight his Chains unty, 
ſet the Boar at Liberty ; 

Vho ne'er to Wood return'd again, 

t follow'd Ver in her Train, 

nd when by Chance to Fire he came, 
is Am'rous Tusks ſing'd in the Flame. 


Love a Spirit. 


Told Facinta t'other Day, 

As ina pleaſant Bow'r we ſate, 
cting and Chatting Time away, 

Of Love, and of I know not what ; 


nt Love's a Spirit, ſome maintain, 

From whom (fay they) we're ſeldom free; 
e gives us both Delight and Pain, 

Yet him we neither touch, nor ſee. 


t when I view (faidI) your Eyes, 


| can perceive he thither skips,- 
now-about them hov'ring flyes, 
And I can feel him on your Lips. 
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Commends the $ PRING. 
A Paraphraſe on an Jayllium of BIO N. 


[1 
Beginning 
'ExapO- W Mupowy, - <0 - P-Irvorape. 
CLEODEMUS and eHTRSON. 


CLEO, 

HICH Seaſon, Myrſon, does molt Pleaſure bring 
The Summer, Autumn, Winter, or the Spri 

Does not the SUMMER? When the Joyful Swain 

Pays Ceres Rights, and hlls his Barns with Grain, 

Or is the AUTUMN beſt in your Eſteem? 

That drives no Shepherd tothe diſtant Stream 

To quench his Thirſt : Or wanting common Food, F® 

Torange for Nuts and Acorns in the Wood, al 

For then our Vines their Nefar Juice afford : th 

And Orchards with Ambreſian Fruits are ſtor'd. _ 

Or can you the Cold WINTE R more admire? F*© 

When Froſt and Snow confine you to the Fire, | 

With Wine and Feaſting, Muſick and Delights, 

And p!caſant Tales, to ſhorten tedious Nights; 

Or give you for the Flowry SPR IN Gyour Voice? 

Pray tell me, for 1 long to hegr your Choice. 


M1! 
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eMHTR, 


INCE Godat firſt (as we from Poets hear.) 

ſtinguiſh'd theſe Four Seaſons of the Year, 

ed to Deities, to whom we bow, 

Judgment of them they will ſcarce allow. 

et, Cleod-wmws, an{w'ring your Requeſt, 

| tell my Thoughts, which 1 cſtecm the beſt, 

UMMER offends, when Sol with fierceſt Ray, 

my tir'y Limbs, does Fainting Heats convey: 

me as little can moiſt AUT U MN pleaſe, 

ndring Fogs, That Seaſon's all Diſcaſc ; 

h lefs could I delight in WIN T E R's Snow, 

Nipping Froſts, or Tempeſts when they blow. 

Oh, the SPRING ! Whoſe Name delights the Ear. 

ould a Continual Spring were all the Year. 

th'others brought no Damage, yet the Spring 

ith purer Air, makes Birds in Concert ſing, 

oaths our Fields, our Gardens, and our Bowers, 

freſh Array, adorn'd with various Flowers. 

kes the Fruitful Earth, when pregnant long, 
forth, and kindly nurſe her Tender Young, 

$ leave their Fodder, and in Paſtures keep ; 

Day is equal to the Time of Sleep. 
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When God from Nothing made the Heav'os and Earth, 
And firſt pave ail his Creatures Life and Birth: © . 4 
SUre 1t was Spring, and gentle Winds did blow, 
And allFarti's Produtts tull Perfe tion ſhow. 


To fweet Meat, ſorire Sauce. 


An Imitation of Theocritns or © Anacreon, 


A S Cupid from the Bees their Hany-ftote, 
Being ſtung, he in the Anguiſh of his Sool, 

Fled with his Dear-bought Purchace, which he laid 

On {ymbia's Lips, and thus in Anger ſaid ; 

Here I'm refolv'd ſhall a Memorial he, 

Nt this-my ſweet, but puniſh'd Robbery ; 

Let him endure as great a Pain as this, 

Who next preſumes theſe NeCtar Lips to kiſs ; 

Their Sweetnels ſhall convey revenging Smart, 


Honey to's Mouth, but Torment to his Heart, 
Ke” | | 


Ss 
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The Joung _—- that miſtook hus Game. 
An Idylium of BION. | 


1=dmes em xapO., ty aMnom rb exermn, 
"Oprec Inpo/coy=-=- = 


BPisk Young Archer that had ſcarce his Trade, 
In ſearch of Game, alone his Progreſs made. 
Toa Near Wood, and as he there did rove, 

Spy*d in a Box-Tree perch'd, the God of Love : 

for Joy, did he his lacky Stars adote, 

Ne'er having ſeen} ſo large a Bird before ; | 
Then in due Order zl] his Lime-twigs ſet, / 
Prepar'd his Arrows, and diſplay*d his Net; 

 Yct would the Craity Bird no Aim allow, 

But flew from Tree to Tcce, and Bough to Bough; | 
At which his ſtrange Succels, for Grief he cry*d, 

In Anger throwing Bow, and Toyls aſide : 

And to the Man that taught him, can'in Haſt, 

To whom he gave Account of all.that paſt, 
Making him leave his Plow, to cone, and ſee, 

And ſhew'd him C4pid ſitting in the Free, 
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The good Man, whey he ſaw it, ſhook his Head z 
Leave off, Fond Boy, leave off, he ſmiling ſed ; 
Haſt from this Dang'rous Fowl, that from you flies, 
And follow-other Game, let me adviſe, 

For when to riper Age, you ſhall attarn, 

This Bird that ſhuns you now, you'll find again; 
Then uſe your Skill, *twill all your Art abide 
Sit on your Shoulders, and in Triumph ride. 


i A CS — 
— — I rn 


CUPID" Neft. 
f H! Tell me, Love, thy Neſting Place, 


Ist in my Heart, or Cynthia's Face ? 
For when | ſce her Graces ſhine, 
There artthou perch*d with Pow'r Divine: 
Yet ſtrait I feel thy pointed Dart, 
And find thee flutt'ring in my Heart ; 
Then ſince amongſt us thou wilt ſhow, 
The many Tricks thou Love canſt doc, 
Prithee for ſport remaye thy Neſt, 
Firſt to my Face, and then to Cynthia's Breſt, 
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An Ode of ANA CREON. 
To HIMSELF. 


Es EATTON. 

Beginning "Omny « Baxy Os ent none 

HEN Fumes of Wine aſcend into my Brain, 4 
Care ficeps, and I the Buſtling World diſdaio, 


or all the Wealth of Craſw | eſteem, 
ing of Micth, for Jollity's my Theme. 


ith Garlands, I my Ruby Temples crown, 
zeping Rebellious Thoughts of Buſineſs down , 
Broyls, and Wars, while others take Delight, 
with choice Friends indulge my Appetite, 


hen fetch more Bottles, Boy, and charge us round, 
el all to Bacchws, Victims on the Ground ; 

value what dull Moraliſts have ſed, 

n ſure 'tis better to be druak, than dead. 


An 
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Y An Ode of CANACREOVN. 
To bu Miſtreſs. 
Es Kepl. 


Beginning "H Tarmay mr” tan-— 
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_— Troy, Latona's Rival makes her Mone, 

Chang'd by the Gods, into a Weeping Stone z 
And ravifh'd Philomel, (they ſay *tis true) 
Became a Bird, ſtretch'd out her Wings, and flew, 


-4 


', 
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But I could wiſh to be your Looking-Glaſs, 
Thence to admire the Beauties of your Face: 
Or Robe de Chambre, that cach Night 2nd Morn, 
On thoſe ſweet Limbs undreſt, I might 52 worn, 


Or elſe a Cryſtal Spring for your Delight, 

And you to bathe in thoſe cool Streams invite : 

Or be ſome precious Sweets to pleaſe the Smell, 
That in your Hand, I near your Lips might dwell. 


Or String of Pearls, bpon your Neck to reſt, 
Or Pendent Gem, kiſſing your Snowy Breſt ; 
E'en to your Feet, would I my Wiſh puriuc, 

A Shoe I'd be, might I be worn by you, 


— 


— OO OOO IO 0 — 


LTRIC POEMS. ny 


To LOYFE. 
An Ode of cFNACREON. 
Ets "Epmre, 
Beginning Xaaemy wm pn GAR 
TIS fad if Love ſhould miſs a Hearr, 
Yet ſadder much to feel the Smart, 
But who can Gypid's Wounds ingure, 
And have no Proſpett of a Cure } 


We Lovers are not look'd upon, 

for what our Anceſtors have done ? ' 
Wit and good Pacts have ſlight Regard , 
No Vertue can obtain Reward. 

They ask what Coyn our Parſes hold, 

No Obje@t's liks a Heap of Gold. 

But doubly be the Wretch accurſt 

Who taught us to eſteem it ficlt, 

This Thirſt of Gold incites one Brother 
Toruine or deſtroy another : 

Our Fathers we for Gald deſpile, 

Hence Envy, Strife, and V Vars ariſe : 
And Gold's the Bane, as I could prove, 
Of all that truly are in Love, 
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A Sonnet. ro 


Out of Spaniſh, from Don Lui de Gongora. Xp 


On a Death's- Head, covered with Cobwebs, 
kept m a Library, and jaid to be f 
the Scull of a Kmg; 


HIS Mortal Spoil which fo neglected lies, 
Death's ſad e Hements, now where Spiders we: 
Their Subtil Webs, which Innocence deceive, 
Whoſe Strength to break their Toyls cannot ſuffice : 


Saw it ſelf Crown'd, it ſelf Triumphant ſaw, 
With Mighty Deeds proclaiming its Renown; 
Its Smiles were Favours, Terrour was its Frown; 
The World of its Diſpleaſure ſtood in Awe. 


Where Pride ordaining Laws did once prefide, 
Which Land ſhould Peace enjoy, which Wars abide. 
There boldly now theſe lirtle Inſects neſt ; 


' Then raiſe not, Kings, your Haughty Plumes fo high, 
For in Death's cold Embraces when you lye, 
Your Bones with thoſe of common SubjeCts relt. 


Fri 
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From an Imperfect Ode of Hybrias the Cretan. 
kginning "Ec yg 9237Os, pezas dipe, 4 £igO-—- 
Y Richesare a Truſty Sword, and Spear, | 

And a tough Shield, which 1 in Battel wear ; 


This, as a Rampart, its Defence does lend, 
'bilſt with the others I my Focvoffend. 


A | 


Vith theſe I plow, with theſe my Crops I reap, 
ith theſe, for V Vine, 1 preſs the Juicie Grape, 
Theſe are (unleſs | fall by Fickle Chance) 
hines which me to Dignitics advance. 


hh thrice Beloved Tafget, Spear, and Sword, 

ſhat all theſe Heav'nly Bleſſings can afford ! 

boſe who the Havock of my Weapons fear, 

id tremble when of Blood, and V Vounds they hear. 


ey are the Men which me my Treafures bring, 
xt my Trophies, ſtile me Lord and King : 

id ſuch, while I my Conqueſts ſpread abroad, 
land adore me, as they do their God.,, 


n | Complain 


, 
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Complains of the Shortneſs of Life. 
An 1dylkum of BEON. | 


'Er HI KGAK TAGS TH peAUI gar on 


H O' Ihad writ ſuch Poems, that my Name 
Deſerv'd Enrollment in the Book of Fame 

Or tho my Muſe could ne'er acquire the Bays, 
VVhy thus indrudging do ſpend my Days ? 
For ſhould indulgent Hcav'n prolong our Date, 
Doubling the Term of Life preſcrib'd by Fate, 
That we might half in Care, and Toyl employ, 
And ſpend the other in Delights and Joy : 
VVe then this ſweet Aſſurance might retain, 
Toreap in Time the Fruits of all our Pain : 
But lince none can the Bounds of Life extend, 
And all our Troubles have a ſpeedy End, 
VVhy do we wrack our Brains, and waſte our Health, 


To ſtudy CuriouvArts, = 3 ptthg ? 
Sure we forget we came of Mortal Seed, 


And the ſhact Time Fate has for us decreed. 
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Out of Latine from Jovianu Ponta 4. 


eng ſick of a Fever, complains of the Fontan 
CASTIS. 


ASTS to craving Fields, thou lib'ral Flood, 

Why ſoremote when thou ſhould'ſt cool my Blood ? 
com -Moſſic Rocks thy Silver Streams do glide, 

y which the ſoultry Air is qualif'd ; 

all Trees do kindly yield thy Head their Shade, 

here Choirs of Birds their ſweet Retreats haye made 3 
tme a Fever here in Bed detains, 

d Heat dries up the Moiſture of my Veins, 

or this, did I with Flowers, thy Banks adorn ? 

ad has, for this, thy Head my Garlands worn ? 
ngrateful Spring, *Tis I, thy Tale have toid, 

d ſang in Verſes, thy Renown of Old. 

How on a Time, Fove made in Heav'n a Feaſt, 

To which each God, and Goddeſs came a Gueſt ; 
Young Ganymede was there to fill the Bowl, 

The Boy, by's Eagle Jove from 14a ſtole : 

Who proud the Gods admir'd his Mien, and Face , 
And aQtive in the Duty of his Place : 

K 1 urn- 
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: "wy 
Turning in haſte, he made a careleſs Tread, 


Atfrom the Goblet all the Netar ſhed, 
Which pouring down from Heav'n vpon the Ground 
In a ſmall Pit, it ſelf had forc'd, was found, 
At which ove ſmil'd, and ſaid, my Lovely Boy, 
Pll make this keep thy Chance in Memory 

A Brook fhall flow where firſt thy Liquor f-11, 
And Caſs: call'd, which of thy Fame ſhall tell; 
Then with a Kiſs he did his Amon grace, 
Making a Crimſon Bluſh o'erſpread his Face. 


This flatt'ring Tale 1 often us'd to ſing, 

To the ſoft Muſick of thy bubling Spring z 
But thou to diſtant VUmbrians doſtretire, 
Forgetful grown of thy Aoman Lyre ; 

No Kindneſs now thou yield'ſt me as at firſt, 
No cooling Water to allay my Thicſt ; 

I have thy Image in my troubled Brain, 

But to my Pallate no Relict obtain. 

Whole Veſlels in my Dreams I ſeem to driak, 
And that I cool my raging Fever think ; 
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{; SleTp to me at leaſt this Comfort yields, 


LiP{t the fierce Dog-ſtar chaps the parched Fields, 
me Help, y- Mu':s, to your Poet bring, 

t bam not thirſt that drinks your ſacred Spring 
erſephon's Favour with your Songs implore, 

phews appeas'd her with his Harp before, 


_— ___ 


His Heart, into a Bird, 


HE Tears o'erflow'd fair Cynthia's Eyes, 
Her pretty Bird away was flown ; 

For this great Loſs ſhe made her Moan, } 

nd quarrelld with her Deſtinyes. » | 


ly Heart a ſecret Joy cxpreſt, 

As hoping Good from that Eſcape, 

Took Wings, and in the Fug'tive's Shape, 
ot Shelter in her Snowy Breſt, 


{hich prov'd a Fatal Reſting.Place, , 
For ſhe, th'Impoſtor when ſhe found, 


Gave it with Spight a Mortal Wound, 
n pleas'd, ſhe lavgh'd, and dry'd her Face. 
K 2 In 
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In Praiſe of a Countrey Life. 


H E Bliſs which Souls enjcy above, 
He fcems on Earth to ſhare, 
Who does Divine Retirement love, 
And frees himſelf from Care, 
Nor Thought admits which may his Peace controul, 
But in a quiet State contents his bounded Soul. 


Faction, and noiſy Routs he hates, 
, Fills not bis Head with News, 
Waits at no State. man's cronded Gates, 
7 Nor ſfervile Phraſe docs uſe; 
From all falſe Meaning are his Words refin'd, 
His ſober Out-ſide is the Index of his Mind. 


In pleaſant Shades enjoys his Eaſe, 
No Project ſpoils his Sleep, 
With Rural Pipe himſelf can pleaſe, 
And charm his wandring Sheep, 
Till to his Cottage in ſome quiet Grove, 


By dusky Night's Approach he's ſurnmon'd to remove. 
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On tempting Gold, and Baits of Gain, 
With ſcorn he caſts his Eyes, 

As Miſchief's Root, and Virtue's Bane, 
Can their Aſſaults deſpiſe ; 

ches he ſees our Liberty abuſe, 

to their ſlaviſh Yoke he does his Neck refuſe. 


fruit-Trees their loaded Boughs extend, 
For him to take his Choiſe ; 
His wholſome Drink the Fountains lend, 
With pleaſant purling Noiſe 
Notes untaught, Birds that like him are free, 
ve which ſhall moſt delight him with their Harmony, 


Th'induſtrious Bee example ſhows, 
And teaches him to live, 
Vhile ſhe from Woodbine, Pink, and Roſe, 
Flies logded to her Hive: 
narrow bounds contain his Winter's Store, 
Nature be ſuppli'd, and he delires go more, 


K 3 No 


134 LYRIC POEMS. 


No Miſery this Man attends, 
Vice cannot him allure, 


Fach Chance contributes to his Ends, i 
Which makes his Peace ſecure ; & 
Others may boalt of cheir Luxurious Strife, 


But happy He poſſeſſes more of ſolid Life, 


om — ——— —O"7— > OBS > — — 


Mortal Jealouſr. 


Egon, 0 thou diſtrafting Care, 
B Partner of Sorrow, and Deſpair ! 
Thy Poyſon ſpreads to ev*ry Part 
Of. this my poor tormented Heart. 


If it be falſe, with which of late, 

Thou haſ: diſturb'd my quiet State, 

Why, to afſright me, would'ſt thou bring 

So well compos'd a Monſtrous Thing ? | 


But if with Truth thou would'it delight, 
To clear my long deluded Sight, 

Under that Vail docsFalſhood lye, beat 
'Tis Death thou bring'lt, not Jealovlic, Ic 
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The Innocent Magician ;\ or , A (harm againſt 
LOYFE. 


Great, but Harmleſs Conjurer am I, 

That can Love's Caprives ſet at Liberty ; 
earts led aſtray by his dcluding Flame, 

[to their peaceful Dwellings can reclaim ; 

Love's Wings | clip, and take from him his Aris, 
jy the ſole Virtue of my Sacred Charms; 


is Empire ſhakes when I appear in Sight, 

ly Words the Wing'd and Quiver'd Boys affright ; 
heir cloſe Retreats my boundleſs Bower invades, 

or can they hide them in their Myztle Shades, 

[heic Sun's bright Rays, they now eclips'd ſhall nd, 
Whoſe ſancy'd Light ſtrikes giddy Lovers blind, 


ys of fair Eyes, which they proclaim Divine, 

id boaſt they can So!'s dazling Beams out-ſhine. 
eStorms of Sighs, and Rivers of their Eyes, 

y Skill allays, and their large Current dryes, 
earts that are dead, 1 from their Graves retrieve, 
id by my Magick-Spell can make them live, 
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For know, they're only Tricks, and ſubtil Arts, 
With which the Tyrant Love enſnares our Hearts; 
This Traytor plants his Toils to gain his Prize, 
In Curls of Flaxen Hair, and Sparkling Eyes: 
In cach ſoft Look, and Smile, he ſets a Gin, 
White Hands, or Snowy Breaſts can tempt us in, 


Wholly on Miſchief is his Mind employ'd, 

His faireſt Shows do greateſt Dangers hide; 
With Charming Sounds his Vot'ryes ke beguiles, 
Till he deſtroys them by his Syren's Wiles z = 
His Cunning Circes ey*ry wheredeceive, **, 
And Men of Souls and Humane Shape bercave. 


A thouſand other Arts this Treach'rous Boy, 

To heedleTs Lovers Ruine does employ. 

Be watchful then, and his Allurements ſhun, 
Socnds my Charm. Run toyour Freedom, Run. 


—_— 


a — 


The bappy NIGHTIN GALE. 


ELodious Creature, happy in thy Choice ! 
T:at fitting on a Bough, 
Doſt tiag, D.ar Matic, my Dar, Come to me now; 
And ſhe obeys thy Voice. 
Ah, could my Songs ſuch Bliſs procure ! 
For mine could Cynthia ne'er allure; 
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Nor have I Wings like thee to fly, 

But muſt neglected lye ; 

I cannot her to Pity move, 

She ſcorns my Songs, and me : 
While thou rejoyceſt all the Grove, 

(As well thou may'ſt) with Melody, 
For thou art happy in thy Love, © 


No Creature c'er could boaſt a perfedt State, 
Unleſs to thee it may belong, 
Since Nature lib'rally ſupplics, 

All thy Iafirmities, 
To thy weak Organs gave a pow'rful Song ; 
Tho ſmall in Size, thou art in Fortune great, 


Compar'd to mine, thy Happineſs is moſt compleat. 


——-_— —_ 


On F4 ME. 


HE Fame we covet, is a wandring Air, 
Which againſt Silence wages conſtant War ; 

for to be Mute does her ſo much diſpleaſe, 

T rat true, or falſe, ſhe ſeldom holds her peace, 

ne but a while can 1n a place remain, 


— 


'Tis running up and down, does her ſuſtain , 
Tho Dead, ſhe ſeem, ſhe quickly can revive, 
And with a Thouſand Tongues, a Hydra live. 


LEAN- 
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LEANDER drowned. - 


HO* Winds, and Seas oppoſe theic utmoſt Spight, 
Joyn'd with the Horrour of a diſmal Night, 
To keep his word the brave Leander ſtrove, 
Honour his Convoy, and his Pilot Love 3 
He long reſiſts the envious Billows Rage, 
Whoſe Malice would his generous Flame aſlwage; 


- Atlaſt, his weary Limbs o'ercome with Pain, 
No longer could the mighty Force ſuſtain; 

Then Thoughts of loſing Hero made him grieve, 
Oaly for Hero could he wiſh to live. 

With feeble Voice, a while to reſpite Fate, 

He with his Foes would fain capitulate : 


Whilſt they againſt him ſtill their Fury bend, 
Nor theſe his dying Accents would attend. 
Since to your greater Powers | muſt fubmir, 

Ye VVinds and Seas, at leaſt, this Prayer admit 
"That with my Faith I may to her comply, 

And at return let me your Victim dy. 
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To SLEEP. 
When fuck of a Fever. 


Appy are we who when our Senſcs tire, 
Can ſlack the Chain of Thought, & check Deſire, 
Nature her Works does in Perfection frame, 
Rarely producing any weak, or lame; 


She looks on Man with kindelt Influence, 

Does for one ll] a thouſand Goods diſpence 3 
Sleep, bleſſed Sleep ſhe gave our lab'ring Eyes. 
On how I now thoſe happy Minutes prize ! 


This Reſt, our Life's Ceſſation we may call, 
The Eaſe of Toil, of Care the Interyall. 

for ſuch Refreſhment we from Sleep obtain, 

That we with Pleaſure fall to work again, , 


To Minds afflicted, Slcep a Cure imparts, 

Pouring its Sov*reign Balſom on our Hearts, 

When Wounds, or ſharp Diſtempers rage, and ſting, 
Kind Slumbers then ſome welcome Reſpites bring : 


But 
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But waking kept by an Exceſs of Grief, 
We from Eternal Sleep expect Relief, 


50 wretched I, tormented to Deſpair, 
With Pain my Body, and my Soul with Care, 


Implore thy Comfort, Gentle Deity, 
Whom nohe could c'er but with clos'd Eye-lids ſee. 


— _ = 


An EPIGRAM 
On WOMAN. 


INCE Man's a Little World, to make it great 
Add Woman, and the Metaphor's compleat ; 
Natuce this Piece with utmoſt Skill deſign'd, 
And made her of a Subſtance more rehin'd, 
But weetched Man compos'd of Duſt, and Clay, 
Muſt like all Earthly Things, with Time decay 


mp 


While ſhe may juſtly boaſt of what's Eternal, 
A Heav'nly Count'nance, and a Heart Infernal, 


DYC —_—_— —— 


— — 
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A PARAPHRASE. 
On CALLIMACHUS. 5 
eg: TPAMNATAON, 


Of LEARNING. 
Beginning Kai 4» #9 me pho COT Ummm 
H E Roſy Chaplets which my Head adorn, 
And richeſt Garments on my Body worn, 


© Beauty and in Subſtance muſt decay, 
And by Degrees ſhall all conſume away : 


The Meats and Drinks which do my Life ſuſtain, 
Nature in certain hours expels again. 

We of no outward Bleſſings are ſecure, 

hey capnot time's, nor Fortune's Shocks endure, 


r all my Worldly Goods are ſubject ſtill 

0a Thief's Mercy, or Oppreſſour's VVill: 
ut Sacred Learning treaſur'd in the Mind, 
'Vacnall things elſe forſake me, ſtays behind, 


Cyn- - 


—f 


a 


— 


— 
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\ Cynthia returned from the Country. 


S Cynthia happily return?d, 

Whoſe Abſence | ſo long have mourn'd? 
Oc do | dream, or is it ſhe? 
My Life's Reſtorer *tis, I fee. 


Ah, Fugitive, that hadſt the Heart, 
Body and Soul ſo long to part ! 

Thy Preſence is a ſweet Surprize, 

A welcome Dream to waking Eyes, - 


Who can ſuch Joy in Bounds contain, 
My Cynthia is come back again! 

No notice of your Coming ? This 

Is juſt to ſurſeit me with Bliſs, 


You are (as when you went) unkind, 
With ſuch Extreams to charge my Mind ;, 
This ſuddain Pleaſure might deſtroy, 

E'er Sorrow could make way for Joy. 


The Eye is ſtruck before the Ear, 
VVe Lightning ſee, c'er we the Thunder hear, 


LYRIC POEMS. 143 


Pan, or Song of Triumph, tranſlated into 
a Pindaric ; ſuppoſed to be of Alczus, of 
Sappho, or of Praxilia the Sycionian. 


Beginning, 'Ey ule xAa.d) To EN Popnne,-- 


HIS Sword FI ll carry in a Myrtle Bough, 
It is my Trophy now; 

riſtogiton, and Harmodins, 

They bare it thus, 

V'Vhen they the Tyrant had deſtroy'd, 
eſtoring-Athens to thoſe Liberties, 

V Vhich ſhe ſo much does prize, 

And which ſhe anciently enjoy'd. 


Dear Harmodins / Thou art not dead, 

But in the Ifland of the Bleſt, 

Doſt live in Peace, and Reſt: 
For ſo "tisſed, 

Thon happy art in Company 

ſwift eAchiles, and fierce Driomede, 

And doſt 7 ydides ſeep 


erefore this Sword in a Green Myrtle Bough, 
| carry as in Triumph now, 


The 
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The brave Harmodius, 
And fam'd eAriſtogiron bare it thus : 
For when they had perform'd the Sacrifice, 
To our great Patroneſs, Minerva, due, 
They, as he in his Grandevr ſate, 
Tie Tyrant, Proud Hipparchuw ſlew, 
Who o'er th" Athenian State, 
Without Pretence of Right, did tyranaize. 
Eternal Honours you on Earth ſhall gain, 
7 Ariſtogiton, and Harmodius / | 
You have the bloody Tyrant lain, 
By which you do reltore, 
Your City to the Laws which govern'd it before. 


Beauty makes us happy. \ 


Appy's the Man who does thy Beauty ſee; 
Yet Happicr he who ſees and ſighs for thee : 

But he does greateſt Happincis obtain, 
Who ſighs for thee, and makes thee ſigh again ; 
* Some powerful Star did govern at his Birth, 
Who for the lov'lieſt Creature upon Earth, 
Shall in Content his Eye and Wiſhes join, 
And ſafcly ſay of thee, That Heart is mine, 
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0 John Dryden Eſq; Poer Laurear and Hi- 
ſtoriographer Royal, bis Honoured Friend. 


| Y Muſe, when heated with Poetic Flame, 
Longs to be ſinging thy exalted Name 

The noble Task ſhe ſets before my Eyes, 

ind prowprts me to begin the Enterpriſe ; 


y eager Hand no ſooner takes the Pen, 
ut ſeiz*d with Trembling, lets it fall agen: 
y tim'rous Heart bids ſtop, and whiſp'ring lays, 
hatcanſt thou ſing that may advance his Praile ; 


us Quill's Immortal, and his Flights are higher 
han Eye of Humane Fancy can aſpire : 

laſting Fountain, from whole Streams do flow 
ternal Honours where his Works ſhall go. 


om Him the Wits their Vital Humonr bring : 


$ Brooks have their firlt Currents from the Spring 3 
puld my unskilful Pen augment his Fame, 


bould my own eternize with his Name. 


t hold my Muſe, thy Theme too great decline, 
membcr that the Subject is Divine : 
s Works do more than Pen, or Tongues can ſay, 
Line does Beauty, Grace and Wit diſplay. 

L 
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To a Singing BIRD. 
\ 


E AR priſon'd Bird, how do the Stars combine, 
To make my am'rous State reſemble thine ? 
Thou, happy thou ! doſt ſing, and fo dol, 
Yet both of us have loſt our Liberty; 
For him thou ſing'ſt who Captive thee detains, 
And 1 for her who makes me wear her Chains : 
But I, alas, this diſproportion find, 
Thou for Delight, 1 ſingto caſe my Mind : 
Thy Heart's exalted, mine depreſs'd does lye ; 
Thou liv'ſt by Singing, I, by Singing dye, 


The Happy LOVER. 


ARK Lovers, kark, and I ſhall te]l 
A Wonder that will pleaſe you well; 

She, whom 1 lov'd as my own Heart, 
For whom | ſigh'd and fufter'd Smart; 
Whom I above the World admir'd : 
W ben I approach'd, who {till retir'd : 
Was fo refcrv'd, but yet fo fair, 
An Anygel to what others are : 
Her {clf from Love eſcapes not free, 
The Man tclov'd ? 'Tis nappy Il am He. 
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The Pear of Bacchylides, 


[ez erphunss 


On PEACE. 
Beginning 


Tizla 5 Fy2-miov eipluin was 
Llaumoy<n- 


Reat Goddeſs PEACE does Wealth on us beſtorr, 
From her our Sciences and Learning flow, 

r Arts improve, and we the Artiſts prize, 

r Altars fume with richelt Sacrifice : 


cuths mind theic active Sports they often meet, 
rel and dance with Maydens in the Street, 

* uſeleſs Shield ſerves to adorn the Hall, 

zence Spiders weave their Nets againſt the Wall ; 


antlets and Spears lye cover'd o'er with Duſt, 
d flighted Swords half caten up with Rult ; 
Trumpets ſound, no ratling Drums we hear, 
{rightful Clamours pierce the tim'cous Ear ; 


weary Eyes enjoying nat*ral Reſt, 
reſh the Heart when "tis with Cares oppref : 
'$ ſteal away in Feaſting and Delight, 


Lovers ſpend in Serenaces.the Night 
L 2 An 


<——_ — CQ.- — o — 


— 
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An Ode of CANACREON. 


Beginning Iloxei py» nur n3n Kpomupet--- 


Y Hairs are hoary, wrinkled is ny Face, 
- 1 loſe my Strength, and all my Manly Grace ; 
My Eyes grow dim, my Teeth are broke or gone, 
And the beſt part of all my Life is done 


I'm drown'd in Cares, and oftcn hgh and weep; 
My Spirits fail me, broken is my Sleep; 
Thoughts of the gaping Grave diſtract my Head ; 
For in its Paths *wake or aſleep we tread z 


None can from it, by Art their Feet reſtrain; 
Nor back, tho wide its Gates, can come again, 
Then ſince theſe Ills attend the Life of Man, 

{ ct's make their Burden caſy as we can. 


Cares are no Cares, but whilſt on them we think, 
To clear our Minds of ſuch dull Thonghts,let's dri 


% 
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as Muſical Conquereſs. 


[. E D by kind Stars, one Ev'niag to the Grove, - 
| ſp;/d my Cynthia in the Walk of Love; 

er Heav*nly Voice did ſoon falute my Ears, 

| beard, methought,the Muſic of the Sphears. 


hoſe Notes on all the Birds had laid a Spell, 
1d liſt” aing *mong(t the reſt was Phulomel 
Vho thinking be, in Credit, ſufier*d wrong, 
trove, tho in vain, to cqual Cymhia*s Song 


2t when her ſelf, in Voice, out-done 

zing gricv'd, ſhe ceas'd, and from her Rival . 
tay'd, and ſaw my Fair walk round the Tree, 
ad lipg her Traumph for the Victory. 


Thus whiiſt my Ears were feaſted with Delight, 


My Eyes no leſs were charm'd at her Angelic Sight, 


BP Z The 
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A Nymph to a Voung Shepherd, inſenſible 
LOY E. | 


H Y doſt rchou fiy mc thus ? Oh cruel Boy ! 
| am no Wolt that would thy Life deſtroy: 
But a tond Nymp! Admicer of thy Face, 


As Ecio once ol! fair A arcrſſe was. 


Thou c*en in Dangers doſt thy Fancy pleaſe, 
Striving with Toyl the hunted Game to ſciſe: 
While wretched me, who languiſh for thy ſake, 
When in thy Net thou Joſt refuſe to take, 


But þ, alas, in vain attempt to ſind 
Efiets of Pity in a hard'ncd Mind : 
As ſoon the Hare its Hunters may purſue, 


As 1 with Prayers thy cruel Heart ſubJue 


My Pow'r, I ſee, cannot thy Steps retain 
Tins led by Sports, and wing'd by thy Diſdaio. (an 


« we 
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Y 


Wompares the Troubles which be has undergone 
for Cynthia's Love, to the Labours of 


Hercules. 


OT Hercules himſelf did undertake 

Such toylſome Labours for his Miſtreſs ſake : 
ls I for many Years with endleſs Pain, 

be Slave of Love, Love's grand 7atigues ſuſtain, 


bo he flew Hydra ; From th'lafernal King, 
id the three-headed yelping Porter bring ; 
jrants deſtroy'd;, Nemean Lyon tare, 

J */as Burden on his Shoulders bare. 


»ſNtanc. the Scorns of an Imperious Brow 
ſuch Hate as would no Truce allow; 
tubborn Heart by patient Sui? ing, tame z 
ad with weak Rhythms, exalt her Glorious Name; 


* Afts ſhall more the World with Wonder hill, 
io, Pan his who did fo many Monlters kill ; 
mquer a crafty Bull ; Dilturb Hell's Court, 
'Heſperian Garden rob, and Heav'a ſupport, 


L 4 The 
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A?” now, my Heart's my own again, 
The Viat'ry's won, no more Il grieve; 


My Mind's at Peace, "tis eas'd of Pain 
And now [I fhall with Pleaſure live, 
Lovers from your IDOL fly, 

He's the common ENEMY; 

Let him flatter, -let him ſmile, 

All his Drifts are to beguile; 

His Poiſon he diſtills, 

By cunning AR TS; 

Into our HEARTS, 

And then with torment kills; 
Truſt not his deluding FACE, 
Dang'rous is his kind Embrace z 
Beiteve not . what you hear or ſee, 
For Re's male up of TREACHERY; 
Nor be by TRICKS into his Ambuſh charm'd, 
The more He naked ſcems, the more He's arm'd 


/ 


LYRIC POEMS. 


| m— hd 


t533 


CLAUDIAN, 


Q, 


In Spharam Archimedis, 
Engliſhed. 


] OVE ſaw the Sphere Old «Archimedes made, 
And to the other Gods, he laughing ſaid, 
Such wondrous Skill can crafty Mortals get, 


Of my great Work to make the Counterfeit? 


Heav*n's and Earth's Conſtitutions, fixt by Fate, 
This Syracuſans Art does imitate 3 | 
His various Planets their jult Order have, 


Keeping by Springs the Motions which. he gave ; 


Thro the twelve Stgns his Sun compleats its Years, 

And each new Month, his Mock-New. Moon appears; 
Pleas'd with his World, this Artiſt unconhan'd, 

Boldly rules Heav'n in bis aſpiring Mind. 


No more Salmonew Thunder I admire, 
Here's one has ap'd all Nature's Works entice, 


The 
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The Frailty of Man's Life. 


HE Life we ſtrive to lengthen out, 
Is like a Feather rais'd from Ground, 
A while in Air 'tis toft about, 
And almoſt loſt as ſoon as found ; 


If it continue long in ſight, 

'Tis ſometimes high and ſometimes low, 
Yet proudly aims a tow'ring Flight, 

To make the more conſpicuous Show. 


The Air with eaſe its Weight ſuſtains, 
Since 'tis by Nature light, and frail ; 
Scldem in quict State remains, 
For Troops of Dangers it aſlail, 


And after various Conflicts with its Foes, 
It dsops to Earth, the Earth from whence it roſe, 
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Poſidippus the Comic Poet, 
Of the Mtſeries attending Mankind, 


Beginning ailu ms (ira Tx 14g Tel3oy "—_ 


H Mis'ry of Mankind! For at the Bar 
Are Strifes and Qnarrels; At our Houſes, Care; 
In Fields, hard Labour ; Dangers, on the Sza 


Who travels rich, can ne'er from Fears be free ; 


Grievous is Want; Marriage, Eternal Strife; 

A Single, i: a Solitary Lite; 

Children, bring Care, and Trouble; To have none, 

The Happineſs of :Wedlock is not xnown ; 

Our Youth, is Folly ; F'er we can grow wile, i 
We're Old, and loaded with Infirmirics. 

So we may wiſh, who have th"Experience try'd, 
That we had nc'er been born : Or,ſoon as born had dy'd. 


Metro- 
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Metrodorus the © Athenian Phuloſopher, 
Of the Bleſſings attending Mankind. 


Contradifting the former, 
Beginning Tayhiby Biomaio mugs TerBov-r0e 
Appy Mankind ! For where we fix to live, 
The Gods a Bleſling to that Station give ; 


If at the Bar it be our Lot to plead, - | 
There Wiſdom reigns, and there is Juſtice weigh'd ; 


Or if at home we would our ſelves maintain, 
We there by Induſtry may Riches gain, 
Of Nature's Bounty, Fields the Proſpect ſhow 3 


From Sea the Merchant knows his Treaſures flow; 


Who travels rich, with Honour does appear ; 
Who has leaſt Wealth, hath ſtill the leſs to fear ; 
If marri:1, thou may'ſt rule as Lord at home ; 
If ſingle, haſt the Liberty to roam; 


Children, the Comfort of our Lives procure ; 
If, noac, we are from thouland Carcs ſecure ; 
To Exerciſe, and Sports, is Youth inclin'd; 
Old Age docs ever Veneration find : 


So we may thoſe Imprudent Fools deride, (41'd. 


That wiſa they'd ne'er been born: or ſoon as born had 
| From 


% 
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From Menandey the Atheniar!, 
To make a Married Life happy. 


Furs mums tg” Cp neys,-- 


Brisk young Wife, who did a Fortune bring, 
Proves to her Husband a vexattious Thiog z 

Yet theſe Advantages to him ſhe gives, 

By her, in his Poſterity, He lives ; 


She takes of him, when lick, a prudent Care, 
In h& Misfortunes bears an equal ſhare ; 

To her, for Eaſe, he does his Griefs impart, 
Her pleaſant Converſe often chears his Heart; 


And when (if ſhe ſurvive) he ends his Life, 
She does the Office of a pious Wife. 

Set theſe againſt her IIs, and you will tid 
Reaſons toquiet your uneaſy Mind : 


But if you'll ſtrive her Temper to reclaim, 
Slight theſe good Things, the bad expoſe to Shame, 
4} And no Compliance to her Humour lend, 


4 | To your Vexations ne'er ſhall be an End. 
SIMO» 
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Simonides Eis m7 S117] Bloy. 
On Man's LIFE, 
Beginning 


by ' 3 3 P , » 
Ovudty ov artpumin wire oh tumIbv wes 


0 Humane thing in Conſtancy will ſtay ; 

The Learned Chia us'd of old to ſay, 

Our Life was frailer than the Fading Leaves; 
Which Man forgets, and ſcarce its Flight perceives : 


He harbours Idle Fancies in his Brain, 
Many which he from Childhood did retain : 
And whilſt his Vigour laſts, he's ſtill inclia'd 
To fill with Trifles his unſetled Mind ; 


On Age or Death ne'er thinks, nor takes he care 
Health to preſerve, or Active Limbs to ſpare. 
We to more ſerious Things our Minds ſhould give ; 


Youth haſts, and we bave little time to live, 


To weigh this well, is a Material Part, 
This Thovught's of V Vorth, record it in thy Heart. 


From 


a ee ———— 
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From two Elegics of Mimnermus, 


+;yO- Tripes. The Contempt of Old Age. 


The firſt being imperfe& begins, 
AA cArpyeprioy Wiſremau, *==-n 


1S a ſhort time our precious Youth will ſtay : 
Like ſome delightful Dream it ſteals away 
And then comes on us, creeping 1n its ſtead, 
Benumming Old Age, with its hoary Head 3 


Which Beauty ſpoils, our Nerves with Crampings binds, 
It clouds our Eyeſight, and diſturbs our Minds, 

When ove to Txhon endleſs Old Age gave, 

'Twas ſure of greater Terrour than the Grave, 


Some have in Youth been for their Beavty pris'd, 


Which when deform'd by Age, become deſpis'd ; 
Then peeviſh grown, and vex'd at Childrens Slight, 
Take not abroad, nor at their Homes delight, 


Bed-rid,and ſcorn'd, with Pains,and Rheums,they lye ; 
The Gods on Age throw all this Miſery, 


F 


From 
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From Anaxandrides the Rhodan Poct. 
I Praiſe of Old Age. 
Beginning 'Ovau Yess 61, 
TWwv @oTwy pt coy- _— 
L D-Age which we both twpe, and fear to ſee, 
Is no ſuch Burden as it ſeems to be: 

But it uaeas'ly if we undergo, 
"Tis then our ſelves take pains to make it fo, 


A yielding Patience will create our Eaſe, 

So do the VViſe compound in Youth for Peace. 
VVho thus complies, both to himſelf is kind, 
V Vhilſt be ſecures the Quiet of his _—_ : 


And to his Friends a juſt Reſpect does ſhow, 
VVhich gains him Love, andVeneration too. 


-— _— — - mmm mt ——————  —— — 


— 


From (rates the Philoſopher, on the ime. 


Beginning 'Nradvor's [444 WeRs ws 12290 Jenn 
OME giddy Foo's do Rev'rend Age deride, 
But who enjoy'd it not, untimely di'd ; 
VVe pray we may to good Old Ape attain, 
And then of irs lofirmities complain z 
But their iaſatiate Minds I muſt admire, 
VVho Old, Infirm, and Poor, can longer Life deſire. 


- The 
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The timely MEM ENT 0. 


HE ſhipwrack'd Bark cannot more ſure convey 


Our Humane Life into the Raging Sca : 
Nor Darts to Mark can more directly fly : 


Nor Floods to tl1'Ocean, than we poſt to dye, 


Then happy thou, who doſt ſo well begin, 

And fo thy Race hold on, the Palm to win! 

Bleſt Runner ! that when tyr'd, and lying down, 
Dolt riſe poſſels'd of an Eternal Crown, 


aly by cloſing here thy Mortal Eyes, 

pens the Paſſage to Celeſtial Joys, 

hen let im rake the Earth who loves to raign, 
et a ſmall Tract, e*cr long, ſhall him contain ; 


Vhere he as Monarch cannot be obey'd, 

or fawey Worms his Limits ſhall invade, 

| all muſt dye, why ſhould we fear and grieve, 
nce Dying is the only way to live ? 
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On Good Friday, 
The Day of our Saviour's Paſſion. 


WW this great Day! Let Tears orc flow your yo; 
When Father gave his Son in Sacrifice 

Tins Day for us his pretious Blood waz ſp:!t, 

Whioſe Dying made Atonement for our Guiir, 


He on a Crols, . with Shame, gave up is Bicatn, 
E'en He whocovld not dye, did ſuffer Dcath : 
Cloſing his Eyes, to Heav'n He op'd a way, 


And pave thoſe Life who then expiring 121 


D-ath dig again! onr Souis thoſe Arms prepe: ec, 
But He the Fury of the Conflict bare ; 
To puard our Lives his Body was the Shic!d, 
And by our Gen'ral's Fall, we gain the Ficld, 
. o | 
\\ tren Graves ſhall open, Temples Vail bc ion 
The EPments weep, & Heav*ns themſelves ſhall mourn 
O carts more Hard then Sronrs, not to rclent! 
lay we ſhe pious Tears, and of cur Sias rep: nf, 


Rhiant 
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Rhianus the Cretan. 
[leet aDegourus. 


Of IMPRUDENCE. 


"H 'Aez 5 ugaa trays eugplivoct meV pear 


wa. %-) PE 
Avtpwmn, 


We is't that thus frail Men with Errour blinds ? 
Who bcar Heav'n's Gifts in ſuch imprudent 
The Poor with Eyes, and Hearts dejefted go, (Minds 3 
Charging the Gods as Authors of their Woe z 

They ſuic their Habit to their humble State, 

And ſcarce their Minds with Verrtucs cultivate 

How they ſhould ſpeak, or move, they ſtand in fear, 
When *mongſt the Rich, and Pow'rful they appear z 
They ev'ry Gelture do to Sadn-ls trame, 


And viuſhing Faces ſhew their inward Shame, 


But he wliom Heav'n has bl:{t with lib'ral Hand, 
\nd giv'n him o'er bis Fellow Men Command, 
orgets he on the Earth his Feet does place, 

r that his Parents were of Mortal Race; 

e, ſwelPd with Pride, in Thunder ſpeaks like Fove, 
oes in a Sphere above his Betters move. | 
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But tho ſo Rich, ſo Stately, and ſo Grave, 
Has not more ſtock of Brains than others have. 
Yet would he climb to Heav'n to find a Scat 
Amongſt the Gods, and at their Banquets eat. 
Till ſwift-wing'd e-te, Miſchief's Deity, 
Light on his Head, e'er he her Coming ſpy z 
Who can her ſelf in various Shapes diſguize, 
When Old or Young, ſhe would in Snares ſurprize; 
She on Poor Fools, as well as thoſe in Height, 
Does to great Fove, and to eAſtrea Right. 
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Timocles the Athenian 


His Remedies againſt the Miſeries of Man's 
. LIFE. 


More at large exemplihed. 
"Q Tay axumy 1 m1 au dw Ayes. 


Maſider well this Truth, for tis of Uſe, 
Nature did ne'er a Thing like Man produce, 

So charg'd with Ills, from which ſo ſeldome free. 

Sometimes his Life's a Scene of Miſery. 

Nor Humane Induſtry can Reſpite gain, 

For his Soul's Angmſh, or his Body's Pain, 

But by refleting what ſome Men endure, 

Which to himſeif may preſent Eaſe procure, 

And Tales of what informer times was done, 

Laid in theScale, and weigl'd againſt his own. 


Art thou reduc'd to beg from door to door ? 
When Telephus was young he ſuffer'd more z 

In Woods expoy'd, without Relief he lay, 

For ſome devouring Beaſts a Royal Pray ; 

If thou, with his, thy Miſeries compare, 

Thou wilt confeſs he had the greateſt ſhare, 
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Have Troubles turn'd thy Brain to make thee rage ? 
Thonghts of Alcmeon may thy Griels allwage 
, By Fury's ſcourg'd, he Mad, in Torments di'd, "< 
Yet juſtly ſuſter*d for his Parricide, 


Wert thou by chance, or made by others blind ? 
Call OEdipua the Theban King to mind 3 
Who quit his Throne, himſelf of ſight depriv'd, 
Became more wretched (till, the more he liv'd, 
Till Sorrow brake bis Heart, which ſcarcely cou*d 
Atone for Inceſt, and his Father's Bloud, 


Thy Son if dead, or was in Battel Qlain? 
A greater Loſs did Niebe (ullajn , 
She ſaws her fourteen-Children flaughter'd ly, 
A Puniſhment for her .] Vl PIES 
Who great Latona's Of:ipring had defy'd, 
By whom, thus Childlefs, drown'd ia Tears, ſhe dy'd. 
On Ph..oltcte; think, ſhouldſt thou be Iamez * 
He a moſt pow': ful Prince endui'd the ſame ; 
To conquer Troy he (hew'd the Greeks a Way, 
To whom he did the Fatal Shafts betray 
His Foct Gdisclos'd the Secret of his Heart, 


For which, that treach'rous Foot cndur'd the Smart, 
Hi 
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Haſt thou thy Lifc in Eaſe and Pleaſure led, 

Till Age contract thy Nerves, and bow thy Head ? 
Then, of thy greateſt Joy on Earth, bereft, 
Gerwhelm'd in Sorrow, and Deſpair, art left ? 

$0 old King OEnew loſt his valiant Son, 

For Slights himſelf had to Diana ſhown, 

Slain by his Mother when he had deſtroy'd 

The Zoar, which long his Father's Realm annoy'd: 
Which Actreſs in this Miſchief felt her ſhare, 

Her ſelf becoming her own Murtherer. 

The Father loſing thus his Son qand Wife, 

Faded in Cryes and Tears his wretched Life. 


Are Kings thus forc'd to yield torig'rous Fate ? 
It may Thy leſſer Iils alleviate. 
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